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INTRODUCTION 


TURGENEV was born in a rich landownet’s family in 
the province of Orel, in central Russia. His child- 
hood was not a happy one, for his parents were harsh 
and selfish people, unkind both to their children and to 
their servants. From his earliest years Turgenev saw 
what serfdom meant at its worst, and his sympathies 
were always on the side of the suffering and the 
oppressed. When he was nine, his parents moved to 
Moscow and subsequently to St. Petersburg. Tur- 
genev was sent to a boarding school, then had a year 
at the Moscow University, and graduated in St. 
Petersburg in 1837. 

While attending St. Petersburg University he also 
studied privately and acquired a very thorough know- 
ledge of the classics. At the same time he tried his 
hand at writing poetry and came into contact with 
some of the well-known writers of the day. After 
graduating he went on to the University of Berlin, 
which was then a great seat of learning. He spent 
almost four years abroad, studying the philosophy of 
Hegel, history, and classical philology, and reading 
extensively. He returned to Russia in 1841, a staunch 
admirer of European culture, and such he remained to 
the end, in spite of many disillusionments which 
closer acquaintance with Western Europe brought 
him in later years. | 

In 1843 a short play and in 1844 his first story 
appeared, followed by several other stories. Between 
1847 and 1851 he published his Sportsman's Sketches 
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which were received with the greatest enthusiasm by 
the reading public; the Tsar Alexander II (then heir 
to the throne) was much impressed by them. Turgenev 
voiced the social conscience of the best people in Russta 
and nis sympathetic presentation of the peasants lot 
greatly contributed to the abolition of serfdom int 861. 
As early as 1845 Turgenev met the famous singer, 
Madame Pauline Viardot-Garcia, who was the one 
great love of his life. For her sake he made his home 
in Germany or France or wherever she happened to 
be; he lived in or near Paris, then for some years in 
Baden, then again in Paris, and paid long visits to 
Italy and England. Every year he spent several 
weeks in Russia, generally at his country place. The 
only long parting between him and Madame Viardot 
was from 1851 to 1855; he went to Russia in 1851 ‘to 
settle his affairs after his mother’s death, and in 1852 was 
put under arrest in Moscow for writing an obituary 
of Gogol in defiance of the censorship. After two 
months’ detention he was sent to live 
the province of Orel. 
lifted he rejoined the Viar 
life. Madame Viardot w 


on his estate in 
As soon as the ban was 
dot family for the rest of his 
as a woman of great character 
and intelligence as well as a gifted musician, and she 
fully appreciated Turgenev’s genius. She learned 
Russian in order to be able to tead his works and 
translate them into French. 

After the Sportsman’s Sketches Turgenev wrote three 
novels (Radin, published in 1856, A House of Gentle- 
folk, in 1859, On the Eve, in 1860) and many short 
stoties which were eagerly r y 


| cad and warmly welcomed 
by the public; but one of his best works, the novel 
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Fathers and Children published in 1862, made him 
unpopular for many years. The young ‘ left-wingers ’ 
imagined that the chief character, the nihilist Bazarov, 
was a caricature and bitterly reviled Turgenev for 
going over to the reactionaries. The Conservatives 
on the other hand thought that he had idealized 
Bazarov for the sake of playing up to the nihilists. 
Few critics were discerning enough to see in the novel 
a perfect work of art. Turgenev was so much hurt 
by the way his motives were misunderstood that for 
a time he thought of giving up writing altogether. 
But his creative mind could not remain inactive, and 
many beautiful things were written by him after 1862— 
among them the novels Swoke and Virgin Soil, which 
had much the same reception as Fathers and Children. 

Much as Turgenev was grieved by the readers’ 
unfairness to him and by the hostility of the young 
generation, he remained true to his artistic conscience 
and never falsified his presentation of reality in order 
to please the public, and inthe end his spiritual integrity 
brought him the reward of recognition. When in 
1879 he came to Russia to take part in the Pushkin 
celebrations he was received with the utmostenthusiasm, 
and so again in 1881. By expressing at every oppor- 
tunity their affection and admiration for the great writer, 
the public, and especially the young people, wanted 
as it were to make up for the years of estrangement. 

Unfortunately Turgenev’s visit to Russia in 1881 
was his last. Soon after it he developed an illness 
which puzzled the doctors and caused him terrible 
agony. It provedto be cancer of the spinalcord. Tur- 
genev bore his sufferings with the greatest courage; 
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to the last he interested himself in other people 
and tried to help them. Madame Viardot was with 
him to the end and left an account of his death, which 
took place at Bougival near Paris on 3rd September 
1883. Turgenev was buried, according to his wish, 
in the Volkov cemetery in St. Petersburg near his friend 
the critic Belinsky. A crowd of 100,000 people 
accompanied the funeral procession, including 285 
deputations from all parts of Russia. Both in his 
own country and abroad his death was felt as a bitter 
loss to the world’s literature. 

Turgenev was one of the kindest and most intelli- 
gent of men. People who knew him personally, and 
those who have made a close study of his life and 
work, have remarked on the wonderful balance between 
his keen, sane, objective judgment and his warm and 
generous heart. There was no trace of fanaticism ot 
narrow sectarianism about him, and he was singularly 
free from meanness, spite, or envy. Extremely 
modest with regard to his own wtitings, he was 
always ready to admire other writers? work and to 
= them z ar way he could; on his death-bed 

€ wrote the famous letter t i i 
return to literature. Paa 
Turgenr; mien ho pee Binge” Pas 

V; vnoO praise him do so rather 
apologetically, hastening to add that o 
not so great as Tolsto 


said that Turgenev is out of date. It is hard to make 


The social order 
certainly past and 
with their aesthetic 
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value? One might as well argue that Euripides’ 
Medea is no longer a great tragedy because the Greek 
city state has ceased to exist. Artistic perfection is 
not affected by the passage of time, and the truth that 
‘a thing of beauty is ajoy for ever’ applies to literature 
as much as to any other form of art. As to the practice 
of extolling one writer of genius at the expense of 
othets, it is both ungracious and unprofitable—since, 
obviously, there are many kinds of excellence and they 
ate not mutually exclusive. And yet some critics 
seem to think that the greatness of Tolstoy and 
Dostoevsky must necessarily dwarf Turgenev and are 
at pains to show that he is a lesser artist than they. 
A conclusive answer to their fault-finding is given in 
Edward Garnett’s admirable book on Turgenev.* He 
points out in it, amongst other things, that the very 
perfection of Turgenev’s work prevents the undiscern- 
ine from recognizing what a consummate artist he 
is. The ease and simplicity with which he handles 
his subject makes an insensitive reader imagine that 
‘there is nothing in it.’ As Conrad puts it with 
delightful irony in his preface to Edward Garnett’s 
book: ‘Only think! Every gift has been heaped on 
Turgenev’s cradle: absolute sanity and the deepest 
sensibility, the clearest vision and the quickest 
responsiveness, penetrating insight and unfailing 
generosity of judgment, an exquisite perception of the 
visible world and an unerring instinct for the signifi- 
cant, for the essential in the life of men and women... 
and all that in perfect measure. There’s enough 
there to ruin the prospects of any writer.’ 


1 Turgenev, by Edward Garnett, 1917, 
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Generally speaking, however, those who declare 
Turgenev to be inferior to Tolstoy and Dostoevsky 
have in mind not the artistic quality of his work, but 
its purport and message. They fail to find in him 
Dostoevsky’s prophetic fire or Tolstoy’s moral inten- 
sity, and dismiss his novels and tales as mere love 
stories which ‘do not prompt us to deeper contem- 
plation.’ * It is certainly true that Turgenev was 
neither a prophet nor a teacher; but he belongs to the 
same spiritual tradition as the others and deals with 
the same perennial problems. It has justly been 
said that the great Russian writers see man against the 
background of eternity; they are concerned with man 
as such, they ask what is the meaning and purpose 
of his existence. Now the answer to this question 
obviously depends upon whether one does or does 
not believe in God and His providence. Dostoevsky 
and ‘Tolstoy were believers, and saw that the purpose 
and meaning of man’s life depended upon his relation 
to God; Turgenev was not a believer, and for him 
man was the plaything of soulless, impersonal forces 
and life was meaningless. The whole of Turgeney’s : 
work brings out the tragic conflict between ‘the 
infinite aspiration, the eternal insignificance of the 
life of man.” The mote Sensitive a thinker is to the 
Presence of eternal values in the world the more 
painfully he feels that conflict. Tarea could 
poe more than any other Writer, feel and express 
F a oe his main theme was love, 

© 1s to transfigure life and 


= Bruckner in 4 1 yeraey ie 
ihe rary History of Russia, Mautice Baring, and 
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shed a magic radiance upon it. Solovyov in his 
remarkable essay The Meaning of Love (written in 1894) 
says in the language of philosophy that love opens our 
eyes to the mystical value of personality, and Turgenev 
conveys the same truth in a succession of beautiful 
scenes and images. In the words of Solovyov, lovers - 
see each othet as God sees us in the celestial light of 
our immortal spirit—as infinitely precious, unique, 
and irreplaceable. But for that very reason love 
cannot reconcile itself to the earthly fate of man, to 
old age, disease, death, and corruption. The destruc- 
tion of that which has been revealed to us as an absolute 
value is felt to be a revolting sacrilege, and this is why 
Turgenev was so keenly aware of the horror of death; _ 
his Poems in Prose, Enough, Phantoms, and the concluding 
pages of Fzrst Love are a poignant expression of it. 
Indeed, the note of bitter resignation before the blind 
forces of nature runs through all his writings. The 
Kingdom of God was for him not a reality, but only a 
vain longing of the human heart. 

Smoke was written in 1866, while Turgenev was 
living at Baden, and was published in 1867. It 
attracted general attention and interest, but it also 
aroused passionate hostility. The revolutionary- 
minded youth accused Turgenev of caricaturing them; 
the reactionaries resented the brilliant satire on the 
ruling class; the Slavophils were hurt by the critical 
remarks about the Russian people; idealistic young 
girls could not forgive Turgenev for making a heroine 
with a wrong sense of values so irresistible. But as 
years went by and the passions died down, the 
essential justice of Turgenev’s picture of Russian 
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society of the time became more and more evident; 
and Potugin’s bitter comments on the Russian national 
character have been justified by events to an extent 
that makes them almost uncannily prophetic. Perhaps 
in no other novel does Turgenev’s deep and penetra- 
ting intelligence show itself more clearly. 

But the main interest of the novel has nothing to do 
with politics. It is the story of an absorbing love that 
holds a promise of salvation to Irina, and all but 
wrecks Litvinoy’s life. All the characters in the 
novel are drawn with Turgenev’s usual skill, and 
Irina is the most striking of them. Edward Garnett 
says: “Irina will stand for ever in the long gallery of 
gteat creations. Turgenev has in her perfected her 
type till she reaches a destroying witchery of fascina- 
tion and subtlety. She atdently desires to become 
nobler, to possess all that the ideal of love means for 
the heart of a woman; but she has only the power 
given her of enervating the man she loves. She is born 
to corrupt, yet never to be corrupted. Her wit, her 
scorn, her beauty, preserve her from all the influences 
of evil she does not deliberately employ. Such a 
oe : as old and as rare a type as Helen of Troy.’ 
eae sel nee ieee agrees with this summary of 

aoe or simply feels indignant with her 
for preferring ‘the world’ to love, the story holds 


Edward Garnett again, 


fms of art. ç moke in 
Classic for al] time.’ 
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A LIST OF TURGENEV’S NOVELS, TA'LES, AND PLAYS 


(The years given ate those of writing, not necessarily of 
publication, and are taken from Turgenev’s list in the 
complete Russian edition.) 


Carelessness (a comedy), 1843; Andrey Kolosov, 1844; The Duellist, 
1846; Three Portraits, 1846; The Jew, 1846; Where the Thread is Fine, it 
Breaks (a comedy), 1847; Petushkov, 1847; A Sportsman's Sketches, 
1847-52; The Poor Gentleman (a comedy), 1848; The Bachelor (a 
comedy), 1849; The Diary of a Superfluous Man, 1850; A Month in the 
Country (a comedy), 1850; Three Meetings, 1851; A Provimial Lady 
(a comedy), 1851; Mumu, 1852; The Country Inn, 1852; An Evening at 
Sorrento (a short play), 1852; Two Friends, 1853; The Backwater, 1854; 
Rudin (a novel), 1855; A Correspondence, 1855; Yakov Pasynkov, 1855; 
Faust, 1855; A Tour in the Forest, 1857; Acia, 1857; A House of Gentle- 
folk (a novel), 1858; On the Eve (a novel), 1859; First Love, 1860; 
Fathers and Children (a novel), 1861; Phantoms, 1863; Enough, 1864; 
The Dog, 1866; Smoke (a novel), 1867; Lieutenant Yergunov s Story, 1867; 
The Brigadier, 1867; An Unhappy Girl, 1868; A Strange Story, 1869; 
A Lear of the Steppes, 1870; Knock, Knock; Knock, 1870; The Torrents of 
Spring, 1871; Ichertophanov’s End (addition to A Sportsman's Sketches), 
1871; Punin and Baburin, 1874; A Living Relic (addition to A Sports- 
man’s Sketches), 1874; The Watch, 1875; The Rumble of Wheels (addition 
to A Sportsman s Sketches), 1875; Virgin Soil (a novel), 1876; The Dream, 
1876; Father Alexey’s Story, 1877; The Song of Triumphant Love, 1881; 
Old Portraits, 1881; A Desperate Character, 1881; Poems in Prose, 1882; 
Clara Militch, 1882; Hamlet and Don Quixote (an essay), 1860. 


TRANSLATIONS INTO ENGLISH 


CoLLECTED EDITIONS: 

The Novels and Tales of Ivan Turgenev, translated from the Russian 
by Constance Garnett, 17 vols., 1894-1906; The Novels and Stories 
of Ivan Turgénief, translated from the Russian by Isabel Hapgood, 
13 vols., 1903-5. 


THE CHIEF SEPARATE WORKS: 
Russian Life in the Interior, or The Experiences of a Sportsman, translated 
from the French version and edited by Meiklejohn, 1855; Annals of a 
xiii 
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Sportsman, translated from the authorized French edition, by F. P. 
Abbott, 1885; Tales from the INote-book of a Sportsman, translated by 
E. Richter, 1895. 


Liza, or A Nest of Nobles, translated by W. R. S.. Ralston, 1869, 
other editions 1873, 1884, 1914 (Everyman’s Library); Dvoryanskoe 
Guyezdo: a Nest of Hereditary Legislators, translated by F. M. Davis, 
1914; A Nobleman s Nest, translated by Richard Hate, 1947. 


On the Eve, translated by C. G. Turner, 1871; On the Eve 


(anonymous), 1915. 


Fathers and Sons, translated by E. Schuyler, 1867; Fathers and 


Sons, translated by C. J. Hogatth, 1921 (Everyman’s Library); 
Fathers and Children, and Rudin, translated by Richard Hate, 1947. 


Smoke, or Life at Baden, translated from the French version, 2 vols., 


1868 (anonymous); Szoke, translated from the author’s French version 
by W. F. West, 1872. 


Virgin Soil, translated from the French version by T. S. Petry, 1877; 


Virgin Soil, translated by A. W. Dilke, 1878; by R. S. Townsend, 
1906 (Everyman’s Library), 


PLAYS: 


A Month in the Country, A Provincial Lady, A Poor Gentleman, 
translated by Constance Gatnett, 1934. The Plays of Ivan S. Turgenev, 
translated by M. S. Mandell, 192 


4. A Month in the Country, trans- 
lated by G. R. Noyes, 1933; by M. S. Mandell, 1937; adapted by 
Emlyn Williams, 1943. 


WORKS ON TURGENEV 


Tourguéneff and his French Circle, by M. Halpetine-Kaminsky 1893; 
Two Russian Reformers : Ivan Turgenev, Leo Tolstoy, by J. A. T Lo 2. 
1910; Turgenev (a study), by Edward Garnett, 1917; Taree, b ce 
Yarmolinsky, 1926; Democratic Ideas in Turgenev’ s Works, by H. Hersh. 


kovitz, 1932; Turgenev in England and 
T9041. giana and America, by Royal A. Gettmann, 


In French: Souvenirs sur Tourguénef, Isaac Pavlovsky 1887; Tour- 
gueneff inconnu, par M. Delines ; j 
euvre, 
; Tour- 


THE NAMES OF THE CHARACTERS IN THE BOOK 


Grigory Mihdilovitch (or Mihailitch) Litvinov 
Irina Pavlovna Osinin 

Victorinka 

Cleopatrinka 

Tatyana Petróvna (Tanya) Shestév 
Kapitolina Markovna l 
Rostislav Bambáev 

Semyón Yakovlevitch Voroshilov 
Stepan Nikolaevitch Gubaryév 
Dorimedént Nikolaevitch Gubaryév 
Matryona Semyénoyna Suhdnchikov 
Tit Bindásov 

Pishchalkin 

Sozont Ivanovitch (or Ivdnitch) Potugin 
Valerian Vladimirovitch Ratmiroy 


In the above list, the accent indicates the stressed syllable in 
the name. 


In transcribing Russian names into English 
a has the sound of a in father 
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On roth August 1862, at four o’clock in the after- 
noon a number of people were crowding in front of 
the famous Conversation at Baden-Baden. The weather 
was lovely; everything atound—the green trees, the 
light-coloured houses of the cosy town, the undulating 
hills—lay spread out in festive abundance in the rays 
of the gracious sunshine; everything smiled with a 
kind of blind and trustful charm, and the same vague 
but kind smile hovered on human faces, old and 
young, ugly and handsome. Even the painted and 
powdered Parisian cocottes did not disturb the. general 
impression of rejoicing and serene content, and the 
many-coloured ribbons, feathers, gold, and tinsel, on 
hats and veils, suggested to the eye the lively brilliance 
of lightly swaying spring flowers and rainbow- 
coloured wings. Only the dry guttural crackle of 
French conversation heard an all sides could neither 
replace the twittering of birds nor be compared with it. 

Everything, however, went on in its usual way. 
The orchestra in the pavilion played selections from 
La Traviata, a waltz of Strauss, and then Te// her, a 
Russian song, instrumented by an obliging conductor. 
In the gambling halls the same familiar figures crowded 
round the green-baized tables with the same dull and 
greedy look of something between amazement and 
exaspetation—an essentially predatory look which the 
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gambling fever imparts to all, even the most aristo- 
cratic, features. The same stoutish and smartly 
dressed Russian landowner from Tambov, with the 
same incomprehensible, convulsive haste, leaned over 
the table, staring blankly in front of him, and, taking 
no notice of the cold smiles of the croupiers, scattered 
with a perspiring hand gold coins in all the four 
‘corners of the roulette at the very moment when ‘ Reg 
ne va plus!” was declared, thus depriving himself of 
any chance of winning even in case of luck. This did 
not in the least prevent him that very evening from 
Supporting with sympathetic indignation Prince Kokó, 
one of the well-known leaders of the aristocratic 
opposition—the Prince Kokó who in Paris, in 
Princess Mathilde’s salon, in the ptesence of the 
emperor, remarked so happily: ‘Madame, le principe 
de la propriété est profondément ébranlé en Russie.’ 


In their usual way our amiable compatriots gathered 


round the Russian tree—)’arbre russe: they approached 


it haughtily and negligently, in fashionable style; they 
greeted one another majestically, with elegant ease 
as befits beings who are at the very summit of modern 
culture. But once they had met and sat down, they 
had absolutely nothing to say to one another and fell 
back either upon pitiful tittle-tattle 


out of the old almanacs Charivari 


' and Tintaya 
the princes russes went off into peals nie 


of grateful laughter 
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as though involuntarily recognizing the overwhelming 
superiority of foreign wit and their own utter incapa- 
city to invent anything amusing. And yet they 
numbered among them all the fne fleur of our society, 
all ‘the best and most fashionable people.” Among 
them was Count X, our incomparable dilettante, a 
deep and musical nature, who ‘recited’ songs so 
divinely, though in truth he could not play two notes 
correctly without first prodding the piano keys at 
random with his forefinger, and sang like an inferior 
gipsy ot a Parisian hairdresser. There was also our 
delightful Baron Z, a Jack of all trades—writer, 
administrator, orator, and card-sharper. There was 
Prince Y, a friend of the people and of the Church, 
who in the happy old days of state monopolies amassed 
an enormous fortune by selling vodka mixed with 
dope; and the brilliant general O. O., who had con- 
quered somebody, restored order somewhere, but 
now did not know what to do with himself or what 
to say for himself; and R. R., an amusing stout man 
who imagined himself to be very ill and very 
intelligent, while in truth he was strong as an ox and 
dull as a post. This R. R. was almost the only man 
of his day to have kept the traditions of the “ society 
lions’ of the forties, of the period of A Hero of our 
Times and Countess Vorotynsky: he preserved the 
gait with the swing on the heels, % culte de la pose 
(it cannot even be said in Russian), an unnaturally 
slow way of moving, a majestically sleepy expression 
on his immobile, as it were offended-looking, face, 
the habit of interrupting other people with a yawn, of 
scrutinizing his own finger-nails, of suddenly giving a 
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nasal laugh and shifting his hat from the back of his 


head on to his eyebrows, and so on, and so on. 
There were important government officials among 
them, diplomats, great personages of European fame, 
men of wisdom and council who imagined that the 
Golden Bull was issued by the Pope and that the 
English ‘poor rate’ was levied on the poor. There 
were, too, some zealous but shy admirers of the dames 
aux camélias, young society lions dressed in the real 
London fashion, with fine partings down the back of 
their heads and splendid long whiskers—young lions 
whom one would have thought there was nothing to 
prevent being as vulgar as the notorious French 
babbler; but no! we evidently do not care for home- 
products, and Countess S, the famous lawgiver of 
fashion and grand genre, nicknamed maliciously ‘ Queen 
of the Wasps’ and * Medusa in a bonnet,’ preferred, in 
the absence of the French wit, to address herself to the 
numerous Italians, Moldavians, American spiritualists 
sprightly secretaries of foreign embassies, young 
Germans with effeminate but prematurely cautious 
faces, and so on. The example of the countess was 
followed by Princess Babette, the one in whose atms 
Chopin breathed his last (there are reckoned to b 
about a thousand ladies in Europe in whose arm : 
expired), and by Pri a 
exp Ñ y Princess Annette, who had everythin 
in her favour except that at times. like the ll : 
cabbage overpowering the finest perfum RE a 
washerwoman suddenl ie pom 
i y came to the surface in her: 
ae coe Pachette, who had had sucha ee er; 
et husband was gi ae 
A Dren ie ee post, and all of a 
» he thrashed the mayor of 
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A FEW steps away from the Russian tree, a good- 
looking man of about thirty, lean and dark, of medium 
height, with a manly and pleasant face, was sitting at a 
small table by the Café Weber. Bending forward and 
testing both hands on his cane he sat simply and 
calmly like a man to whom it does not even occur 
that any one might notice him or concern himself with 
him. He slowly gazed about him, slightly screwing 
up his large, expressive hazel eyes in the sunshine, or 
steadily following some eccentric passer-by, while a 
quick, almost childish smile faintly stirred his small 
moustache and lips and his prominent short chin. He 
was wearing a loose coat of German make; a soft grey 
hat half concealed his high forehead. At the first 
glance he produced the impression of an honest, 
efficient, and rather self-confident young man such as 
there are a good many in the world. He appeared to 
be resting after a long spell of work, and was enjoying 
the scene before him all the more simple-heartedly 
because his thoughts were far away and moved in a 
world that was very different from his present surround- 


ings. He was Russian; his name was Grigory 
Mihailovitch Litvinov. 


We have to be introduc 
a short account of his very 
He was the son of a reti 


ed to him and so must give 
simple and uneventful past. 
red civil servant, of humble 
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extraction, but was brought up in the country, and 
not in town as might be expected. His mother 
belonged to the nobility and was educated at a govern- 
ment school’ for daughters of gentlemen; she was 
extremely kind and sentimental, but she certainly had 
character. Twenty years younger than her husband, 
she te-educated him to the best of her ability, accus- 
tomed him to a landownet’s, instead of a petty official’s, 
style of living, subdued and softened his harsh and 
acrid temper. Thanks to her he began to dress neatly, 
acquired decent manners, and gave up swearing; he 
came to respect scholars and learning, though of 
coutse he never held a book in his hands, and endea- 
vouted in every way not to demean himself; he 
actually learned to walk more slowly, and to speak in 
a languid voice, chiefly about exalted subjects—which 
cost him a great deal of trouble. ‘I’d like to give 
that fellow a thrashing,’ he sometimes thought to 
himself, but he said aloud: “Yes, yes, of course—it’s 
a problem.’ 

Litvinov’s mother ran her house too in European 
fashion: she was polite to the servants and did not 
allow any one to gorge himself to stupefaction at 
dinner. But neither she nor her husband could do 
anything with the estate that belonged to her: it had 
been neglected for years. It was a large estate with 
meadows, woods, and a lake, which once had a big 
factory built on it by a zealous but thoroughly im- 
practical owner. It had flourished in the hands of a 
scoundrelly tradesman and finally perished under the 
management of a conscientious German who rented 
it. Madame Litvinov was thankful that at any rate 
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she had not brought her property into a wotse state, 
of run into debt. Unfortunately she had poor health 
and died of consumption the very year that her son 
enteted the Moscow University. 

He did not finish his course there (through citcum- 
stances of which the reader will learn later) and 
returned to the country, where he loitered about for a 
time without any work, any connections, and almost 
without friends. In 1855 he was drafted into the 
militia, thanks to the landowners of his district who 
were not well disposed to him; they were influenced, 
not so much by the foreign theory of the evils of 
absenteeism, as by the home-bred conviction that each 
should take care of number one. He very nearly died 
of typhus in the Crimea, where he spent six months in 
a dug-out on the shores of the Azov Sea, not having 
seen a single “ally.” Afterwards he served on the 
committees of nobility in his district—not without 
unpleasantness, of course, and, while living in the 
country, developed a passion for farming. He under- 
stood that his mother’s estate, badly and indolently 
managed by his feeble old father, did not yield one- 
tenth of what it might yield, and that in skilful and 
experienced hands it would be a tegular gold- 
But he also understood that experience and kno 
were the very things he lacked—and so he went 
to learn agriculture and technology 
the very beginning. He s 
in Mecklenburg, in Silesia, at Carlsruhe went to 
ian STE he worked conscientiously 

1 acquire owledge. He did not come by it 
easily, but he had stood the trial to the end, and now, 
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confident of himself, of his future, of the good he 
would do to his neighbours, and perhaps even to the 
whole countryside, he was about to return home. 
His father, utterly bewildered by the emancipation, 
by the tedivision of lands, by the redemption of 
ptopetty—in short, by the new regime, begged and 
implored him in every letter to make haste and come 
back.... But why was he at Baden? 

He was at Baden because he was expecting from day 
to day the arrival of his distant cousin and betrothed 
—Tatyana Petrovna Shestov. He had known her 
almost from a child and had spent the spring and the 
summer with her at Dresden where she was living with 
her aunt. He sincerely loved, he deeply respected his 
young kinswoman, and after finishing his obscure 
preparatory work, ready to enter a new field of activity, 
take up real and not ‘official’ duties, he offered to her 
—as to the woman he loved, his friend and his comrade 
—to unite her life with his, for joy and for sorrow, for 
rest and for toil, ‘for better, for worse’ as the English 
say. She consented, and he went to Carlsruhe where 
he had papers, books, and luggage to collect. ... But 
why was he in Baden, you will ask again? 

He was in Baden because Tatyana’s aunt who had 
brought her up, Kapitolina Markovna Shestov—an 
eccentric maiden lady of fifty-five, the kindest and 
‘most genuine of people, a free spirit glowing with the 
fire of self-sacrifice and abnegation, an esprit fort (she 
read Strauss, though secretly from her niece) and a 
democrat, a sworn enemy of the smart set and the 
atistocracy—could not resist the temptation of having 
just one peep at that smart set in so fashionable a 
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place as Baden.... Kapitolina Markovna wore no 
crinoline and her white hair was cropped like a Russian 
peasant’s, but luxury and brilliance secretly stirred 
her, and it gave her a thrill of pleasure to despise and 
abuse them. ... How could one have refused the treat 
to the good old lady? 

And so that was why Litvinov was so serene and 
simple, why he looked about him so confidently—his 
future lay clearly mapped out before him, his life had 
been definitely planned, and he was proud of this 
future and rejoiced in it as the work of his own hands. 
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s WELL well, well! So that’s where he is!’ he 
suddenly heard a squeaky voice say almost into his 
ear, and a plump hand patted him onthe shoulder. He 
taised his head and saw one of his few Moscow 
acquaintances, a certain Bambaev, a good-natured 
man of the empty-headed variety, no longer young, 
with spongy-looking cheeks and nose, dishevelled 
greasy hair, and a fat flabby body. Always penniless, 
and always in ecstasies about something, Rostislav 
Bambaev wandered shouting, but without a purpose, 
over the face of our long-suffering Mother Earth. 

‘ To think of meeting you here!’ he said opening 
wide his small eyes half hidden by puffy eyelids, and 
thrusting forward his fat lips over which a dyed 
moustache stuck out incongruously. “Well done, 
Baden! People run to this place like blackbeetles. 
How did you come here?’ 

Bambaev was on familiar terms with every one he 
knew. 

“I came here three days ago.’ 

“Where from?’ 

< Why do you want to know? ’ 

“Why indeed! But wait a minute, perhaps you don’t 
know who else has come here? Gubatryov! Yes, 
Gubatyovin person! Justthink! He came yesterday 
from Heidelberg. You know him, of course?’ 

“I’ve heard of him.’ 

5) 
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‘Is that all? My dear fellow! We must take you to 
him at once, this very minute. Fancy not know- 
ing a man likethat! And here is Voroshilov. ... May- 
be you don’t know him either? I have the honour to 
introduce you to one another. You are both scholars ! 
And he is a regular phoenix. Kiss each other.’ 

With these words Bambaev turned to a handsome 
young man standing next to him, with a fresh, rosy, 
but serious-looking face. Litvinov stood up and 
exchanged, not of course a kiss, but a short bow with 
the “ phoenix’ who, to judge by his stern manner, 
was not too well pleased at this sudden introduction. 

‘I said “phoenix” and I don’t take back my 
words, Bambaev went on. ‘If you go to Petersburg 
to the N Cadet Corps and look at the list of dis- 
tinctions whose name will you find at the tpr Sem= 
yon Yakovlevitch Voroshiloy’s! But Gubaryov, 
Gubatyov, my dear boys, that ’s the man to whom we 
must run! I simply reverence that man! And not I 
alone, indeed, but every one. What a book he is 
writing now . . . ho-ho-ho!’ 

What is it about? ’ Litvinov asked. 

‘About everything, my dear man, somethin 
like Buckle, you know... onl decpe ER 
thorough Everythi ee eee Ss 

Fo ything will be settled and made 


clear in it? 

‘But have you read it?’ 

‘No, I haven’t, and indeed jt’ 
shouldn’t talk of it; but E ae be a of 
Gubaryov, anything! Yes!’ Bambaev sighed and 
folded his hands. ‘If another two or three such 
intellects were to be found in Russia, my eee 
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what wonders might happen! TI tell you one thing, 
Grigory Mihailovitch: whatever you may have been 
doing lately—and I have no idea what you are doing 
at all_whatever your convictions may be—and I 
don’t know them either—you will find that Gubaryov 
has something to teach you. Unfortunately he is not 
staying here long, so we must profit by the oppor- 
tunity and go to him! Go to him!” 

A young dandy with reddish curls and a blue ribbon 
on his low hat turned round as he passed and looked 
at Bambaev through his monocle with a mocking 
smile. Litvinov was annoyed. 

‘ What are you shouting for?’ he said. ‘ You might 
be hallooing to hounds! I haven’t had dinner yet.’ 

‘What of it? We can have it now at Weber’s... 
the three of us... that’Il be fine! Can you pay for 
me?’ he added in an undertone. 

‘Yes, that’s all right, but I really don’t know——’ 

‘Oh, nonsense! You’ll thank me and he will be 
pleased, too. Dear me!’ Bambaev interrupted him- 
self, ‘they ate playing the finale from Ernani. What 
a lovely thing!... A som... mo Carlo! But what 
a creature Lam! The least thing reduces me to tears. 
Well, Semyon Yakovlevitch? Voroshilov? Aren't 
you coming? ’ 

Voroshilov, who was still standing in a pose of 
graceful immobility, preserving his former proud 
dignity of mien, significantly lowered his eyes, 
frowned, muttered something through his teeth... 
but did not say no. Litvinov thought: ‘Oh, I 
may as well do it—my time is my own.’ 

Bambaev took his arm, but before going to the 
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café beckoned to Isabella, the famous flower-seller of 
the Jockey Club: he thought of buying a bouquet 
from her. But the aristocratic flower-seller did not 
budge: why should she go up to a man in a soiled 
velveteen jacket, a spotted cravat, and shabby shoes, 
who had no gloves on, and whom she had never seen 
in Paris? ‘Then Voroshiloy beckoned to her in his 
turn; she did go up to him; picking out a tiny bunch 
of violets from her basket, he tossed a gulden to her. 
He thought she would be impressed at his lavishness, 
but she did not stir an eyelid, and as he turned away 
she pursed up contemptuously her tightly closed lips. 
Voroshilov was dressed very smartly and even elabor- 
ately, but the Parisian’s experienced eye immediately 
detected the absence of real pure-bred chic in his get- 
up, in his bearing, and in his very walk, which bore 
traces of early military training. : 

Settling down in the main hall at Weber’s they 
ordered dinner and entered into conversation. Bam- 
baev talked loudly and enthusiastical : 
exalted significance, but soon subsid 
and sighing noisily, emptied 
oreh r and o : oe is 
tantly, and 
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evety minute: he might be delivering a lectute or 
reading a dissertation. Names of modern scholars, 
dates of their births and deaths, titles of recently 
published pamphlets, in short, names, names, names 
simply poured off his tongue, affording him the greatest 
delight, reflected in his glowing eyes. Voroshilov 
obviously despised everything old and valued only 
the cream of learning, only the last and most advanced 
achievements of science; it was a real treat to him to 
mention, however inappropriately, the book by some 
Dr. Sauerbengel about prisons in Pennsylvania or the 
article on the Vedas and Puranas in the last issue of the | 
Asiatic Journal (he pronounced it in the English way, 
though of course he knew no English). Litvinov 
listened and listened, and simply could not make out 
what was his speciality. One moment he talked of the 
part played by the Celtic race in history, the next he 
plunged into the world of antiquity, discussed the 
Aeginetan marbles, and made much of a predecessor of 
Phidias, Onatas, who somehow changed into Jonathan, 
imparting a Biblical or an American flavour to his 
whole argument; then he suddenly jumped to political 
economy, calling Bastiat a fool and a rustic, ‘no better 
than Adam Smith and all the physiocrats.’ 

‘Physiocrats?’ Bambaev murmured. ‘Aristocrats?’ 

Voroshilov made Bambaev look surprised by casu- 
ally remarking that Macaulay was antiquated and 
left far behind by modern historical science; as to 
Gneist and Riehl, he said it was sufficient to mention 
them, and he shrugged his shoulders. Bambaev also 
shrugged his shoulders. 

‘ And all this quite suddenly, apropos of nothing, 
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in a café, before strangers,’ thought Litvinov, looking 
at his new acquaintance’s fair hair, light eyes, and 
white teeth (those large, sugar-white teeth and the 
clumsily gesticulating hands bothered him most). 
‘And he hasn’t smiled once! But all the same he must 
be a good lad and quite a greenhorn.’ 

Voroshilov subsided at last; his youthful voice, 
high-pitched and hoarse like a young cock’s, broke 
slightly ... besides, Bambaev began reciting poetry 
and again very nearly wept, which greatly scandalized 
an English family sitting at the next table and caused 
giggles at another, where two cocoties were dining with a 
gentleman who looked like an elderly baby in a lilac 
wig. The waiter brought the bill; the friends paid. 

‘ Well,’ Bambaev exclaimed, getting up heavily from 
his chair, ‘ now a cup of coffee and let’s be off! But 
there she is, our Russia,’ he added, stopping at the 
door and pointing enthusiastically with his flabby red 
hand at Voroshilov and Litvinov. “ Fine, isn’t she? ’ 

‘ Yes, Russia,’ Litvinov thought, and Voroshiloy, 
who had again assumed a preoccupied expression, gave 
a condescending smile and slightly clicked his heels. 

Five minutes later the three of them were mounting 
the stairs of the hotel where Stepan Nicolaevitch 
Gubaryov was staying. A tall, graceful lady in a hat 
with a short black veil was walkine quickly down the 
same staits. Seeing Litvinov she suddenly turned 
round to him and Stopped as though struck with 
amazement, Her face flushed for a moment and 
then grew pale as tapidly under the close mesh of th 
lace. But Litvinov did not notice her, and the la 
hastened her pace as she tan down the wide Steps. y 
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‘I COMMEND to you Grigory Litvinov, a regular 
Russian with no guile in him,’ exclaimed Bambaev, 
introducing Litvinov to a short, thickset man standing 
in the middle of an excellently furnished toom. He 
looked like a country landowner, and was weating 
slippers, a short jacket, grey morning trousers, and 
a shitt unbuttoned at the neck. ‘And this,’ he added, 
turning to Litvinov, ‘this is he, the one I told you 
about, you understand? Well, in short, it’s 
Gubaryov.’ 

Litvinov stared with interest at the great man. At 
first sight he could not see anything remarkable about 
him. He saw a respectable and rather stolid-looking 
gentleman, with a protruding forehead, thick lips, a 
bushy beard, a broad neck, and prominent eyes with a 
slanting, downcast look in them. The gentleman 
grinned, said “M-m-m... yes... that’s good.... 
I’m pleased,’ raised his hand to his own face and, 
turning his back on Litvinov, took a few steps along 
the carpeted floor, waddling in a curiously slow and 
stealthy kind of way. Gubaryov had the habit of walk- 
ing up and down the room, constantly tugging at 
his beard and scratching it with his long, hard nails. 

With Gubaryov there was a lady of about fifty in a 
shabby silk dress, with an extremely mobile, lemon- 
yellow face, black hairs on her upper lip, and sharp 
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little eyes ready to pop out of her head; also a solidly 
built man sat huddled up in a corner. 

“Well, my good Matryona Semyonovna,’ began 
Gubaryovy, turning to the lady; he evidently did not 
think it necessary to introduce Litvinov to her. 
“What was it you were telling us?’ 

The lady was called Matryona Semyonovna Suhan- 
chikov; she was a childless widow of humble means 
and for the last two years had been travelling from 
one country to another. She at once began speaking 
with a peculiar, exasperated eagerness. 

‘ Well, so he came to the prince and said to him: 
“Your excellency, your rank and position make it 
perfectly easy for you to lighten my lot. You cannot 
fail to respect the purity of my convictions, and, 
anyway, in out day it’s simply out of the question 
that a man should be persecuted for his convictions!” 
he said. And what do you suppose the prince did— 
that enlightened, aristocratic dignitary? ’ 

; Well, what did he do?’ asked Gubaryov, thought- 
fully lighting a cigarette. 

The lady drew herself up, and stretched out her 
bony right hand with a pointing forefinger. 
E ee 

) p it for yourself. I 
a present otit? 

‘And the footman took it Of P= 

clasping his hands. 


make you 


asked Bambaev 
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> 4 representative of the 
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Madame Suhanchikov’s feeble little body shook 


with indignation, her face worked, her wasted bosom 
heaved spasmodically under the flat corset; her eyes, 
needless to say, simply danced—but then they did 
that whatever she might be talking about. 

‘A crying shame!’ Bambaev exclaimed. ‘No 
punishment bad enough for it!’ 

‘“M-m-m.... It’s all rotten from top to bottom,’ 
remarked Gubaryov, without raising his voice, how- 
ever. “°Itisn’t exactly punishment... other measures 
7. are. needed 

‘But come, did it really happen?’ Litvinov 
remarked. 

“Really happen?’ Madame Suhanchikov caught him 
up. “But there can’t be the slightest doubt of it, not 
the sli-ightest .. .” she almost doubled herself up to 
give more emphasis to her words. ‘It was told me by 
a most reliable man—Kapiton Yelistratov, you know 
him, Stepan Nicolaevitch. He had heard it himself 
from eye-witnesses of the hideous scene! ’ 

‘Which Yelistratov?’ Gubaryov asked. ‘The one 
who was at Kazan?’ 

‘ Yes, that’s the one. I know, Stepan Nicolaevitch, 
it was rumoured that he took bribes ftom some con- 
tractors or distillers. Butthen whospread therumour ? 
Pelikanov! And how can one believe Pelikanov 
when every one knows that he is simply a spy!’ 

‘No, allow me, Matryona Semyonovna,’ Bambaev 
intervened. “I ama friend of Pelikanov’s, heis no spy.’ 

‘ Yes, yes, that’s just what he is, a spy!’ 

* But goodness me, what next! ’ 

‘A spy, a spy!’ the lady shouted. 
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‘No, no, he isn’t! Wait a second, Ill tell you 
what...’ Bambaev shouted in his turn. 

‘A spy, a spy!’ Madame Suhanchikov repeated. 

“No, no! Now Tenteleyevy—that’s different!’ 
Bambaev roared with all his might. 

Madame Suhanchikoy subsided instantly. 

‘ About that gentleman, I know for certain,’ he went 
on in his ordinary voice, ‘that when the Political Police 
Department sent for him, he grovelled at Countess 
Blazencrampt’s feet and squeaked: “Save me, defend 
me!” And Pelikanov never sank to such baseness.’ 

‘“M-m-m.... Tenteleyev,’ Gubaryov muttered, ‘I 
must... 1 must make a note of that.’ 

Madame Suhanchikov contemptuously shrugged her 
shoulders. 

` There’s little to choose between them,’ she began. 
* But I know a better story than that about Tenteleyey. 
Everybody knows he was an awful tyrant to his serfs, 
though he pretended to support the emancipation, 
Well, one day he was at some friends’ house in Paris, 


and suddenly Madame Beecher Stowe walked in— 


ou 
know, Uncle Tom's Cabin. Tenteleyev, an awful ee 


asked his host to introduce him; but as soon as she 
heard his name she said: “What? He dares to seek an 
introduction to the author of Uncle Tom?” And she 
gave him such a slap in the face! “ Out you go,” she 
ae : this very minute!” And what do you think? 
ee oe his hat and made off, his tail between 
Ob 1 think that’s an cya 
remarked. ‘ She did say “Out 
but she didn’t slap his face,’ 


ggeration,’ Bambaev 
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“She did, she did! ° Madame Suhanchikov repeated 
with.a kind of convulsive intensity. “I am not one 
to talk nonsense! And that’s the sort of man you 
Tare friendly with! ’ 

“Come, come, Matryona Semyonovna, I never said 
Tenteleyev was my friend; I spoke of Pelikanov.’ 

‘ Well, if it isn’t Tenteleyev, it’s somebody of his 
sott: Mihnyoy, for instance.’ 

‘And what has Mihnyoy done?’ asked Bambaev 
in alarm. 

“What? Do you mean to say you don’t know? 
He shouted in the Voznessensky Prospect for every one 
to hear that all the Liberals ought to be locked up; and 
another thing, an old school friend came to see him, 
a poor man, of course, and asked if he might stay to 
dinner, and Mihnyov said in reply: “ No you can’t; 
two counts ate dining with me to-day . . . cleat out!’’’ 

‘ But, goodness me, this is sheer slander!’ Bambaev 
bellowed. 

‘Slander? Slander? To begin with, Prince Vah- 
rushkin who was also dining at your Mihnyoy’s——’ 

‘ Prince Vahrushkin,’ Gubaryov sternly intervened, 
‘is my cousin, though I don’t admit him into my 
presence.... So there’s no occasion to mention 
him.’ 

‘Secondly,’ the lady went on, obediently inclining 
her head in Gubaryov’s direction, ‘ Praskovya Yakov- 
levna told me herself.’ 

‘ Nice sort of authority! She and Sarkizov are 
the greatest tale-tellers going!’ 

‘I beg your pardon! Sarkizov certainly is a liar, 
and he did filch the brocade pall off his father’s coffin, 
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I won’t dispute that; but Praskovya Yakovlevna— 
there ’s no comparison! Do you remember how nobly 
she parted from her husband! But I know you are 
always ready to—” | 

‘Come, come, Matryona Semyonovna, Bambaev 
interrupted her. ‘Let’s stop squabbling and rise to 
loftier regions! I am a chip of the old block, you 
know. Have you read Mile de la Ouintinie? It’s 
teally charming! And quite in keeping with your 
principles ! ? 

‘I don’t read novels any mote,’ the lady answered 
dryly and incisively. 

‘Why not ?’ 3 

* Because it isn’t the time for it. I have only one 
thing in my mind now: sewing machines,’ 

‘ What machines?’ Litvinov asked. 

‘Sewing, sewing machines. All women must 
provide themselves with them and form societies; in 
this way they will all earn theit living and become 
independent at once. They can’t gain freedom in 
any other way. It’s a most important social problem. 
I had such an argument about it with Boleslay 
Stadnitsky. Boleslav Stadnitsky is a beautiful char- 
acter, but he is so thoughtless about those things 
He keeps laughing.... Tdiot!? ae 

* All shall be called to account 
shall have to answer,’ Gubatyov u 
admonishing and prophetic tone. 

‘ Yes, yes, Bambaey repeated, 
quite so. And what about yo 
Nicolaevitch,’ he added 
getting on?’ 


in their time, all 
ttered Slowly in an 
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‘Iam collecting materials, Gubaryov answered with 
a frown, and turning to Litvinov, whose head was 
beginning to swim from this medley of unknown names 
and frenzied gossip, asked him what he was doing. 

Litvinoy satisfied his curiosity. 

‘Ah, natural science! It’s useful as training; as 
training, but not as an end in itself. Our end at 
present should be...hm-m...should be... dif 
ferent. May lask, what are your opinions?’ 

“What opinions?’ 

‘That is, to be precise, what ate your political 
convictions? ” 

Litvinov smiled. 

‘ To be precise, I have no political convictions.’ 

At those words the thickset man in the corner 
suddenly raised his head and looked attentively at 
Litvinov. 

‘ How is that?’ Gubaryov inquired with strange 
mildness. ‘Have you given no thought to the sub- 
ject or wearied of it?’ 

‘ How shall I put it? It seems to me it is too soon 
for us Russians to have political convictions or to 
imagine that we have them. Mind, I use the word 
“political” in the sense which rightly belongs to it 
an ? 





‘Ah, still immature,’ Gubaryov interrupted him with 
the same mildness, and going up to Voroshilov asked 
if he had read the pamphlet he lent him. 

To Litvinov’s surprise Voroshilov had not said a 
word since he came into the room, but merely frowned 
and significantly moved his eyes (as a general rule 
he either held forth at length or kept silence). He 
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now thrust out his chest in military fashion, clicked 
his heels, and nodded. 

‘Well, did you approve of it?’ 

‘I approve of the underlying principles, but I don’t 
agree with the conclusions.’ 

‘M-m-m.... But Andrey Ivanitch praised this 
pamphlet to me. Perhaps you will explain your 
doubts to me later.’ 

‘Do you wish me to do it in writing?’ 

Gubatyov was obviously surprised: he had not 
expected it; but after thinking a little he said: 

‘Yes, in writing. By the way, I will also ask 
you to put down your ideas .. . about . . . about 
associations.’ 


* Would you have me do it on Lassalle’s method or 
Schultze-Delitzsch’s? ’ 

‘“M-m-m...on both. You see, to us Russians 
it’s the economic side that is of paramount importance. 
And, of course, the artel'... asthe kernel... . 
all be taken into consideration. 
thoroughly. And there’s the 
allotments. .. . 


‘And how big do you, Stepan Nicolaevitch, think 
the allotments should þe?” Voroshilov asked in a 
tone of deferential delicacy, 

‘M-m-m.... And the village commune?’ Gubar- 
yov uttered significantly and, taking a piece of his 
beard between his teeth, stared at the leg of the table. 

Thecommune.... Do youundetstand? It’sq great 
wotd! Andthen, whatis the meaning of those fires 


It must 
One must go into it 
question of the peasants’ 
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of those... of those Government measures against 
evening schools, reading-rooms, magazines? And of 
the peasants’ reluctance to sign settlement charters? 
And, finally, think of what is happening in Poland. ... 
Don’t you see what it’s all leading to? Don’t you see 
that... m-m-m .. . that we... that we must now unite 
with the people...learn... learn theit opinion.’ 
Gubaryov was suddenly possessed by a kind of heavy 
and almost spiteful emotion: a dark flush came into 
his face and he breathed heavily, but he went on chew- 
ing his beard and did not raise his eyes. “Don’t you 
see Fe 

< Yevseyev is a scoundrel!” Madame Suhanchikov 
blurted out suddenly; Bambaev had been telling her 
something in an undertone out of respect for his 
host. Gubaryov turned round sharply on his heels 
and again began hobbling about the room. 

New visitors appeared; towards the end of the 
evening a good many people were assembled. Among 
them was Mr. Yevseyev, so cruelly reviled by Madame 
Suhanchikoyv; she talked to him quite amicably and 
asked him to see her home. There came a certain 
Pishchalkin, an ideal arbitrator of the peace,’ one of 
those men whom perhaps Russia really needs: a man 
of limited intelligence, little knowledge, and no 
talents, but honest, conscientious, and patient; the 
peasants of his district simply worshipped him, and 
he behaved with real deference to his own person, as 
truly deserving of respect. Several young officers on 
short leave to Europe came also, glad to have the 





1 Mediator between the gentty and the peasants during the 
Emancipation petiod, an honorary post. (Translator’s note.) 
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excitement of mixing with intellectual and slightly 
dangerous people, though of course with due care 
and bearing in mind theit commanding officer. Two 
feeble-looking students from Heidelberg ran in; one 
kept looking about him contemptuously and the other 
laughed unnaturally ... both felt very uncomfortable. 
They wete followed by a Frenchman who somehow 
wormed himself into the toom—a so-called petit jeune 
homme—a grubby young man, with neither money nor 
btains but renowned amongst his fellow commercial 
travellers for the fact that Russian countesses fell in 
love with him; he, however, was more concerned with 
getting a free supper. Finally Tit Bindasov came, in 
appearance a rowdy Bursch but in reality a bully and a 
skinflint, in words a tertorist, but by vocation a 
catchpoll, a friend of Russian merchants’ wives and 
Parisian cocottes, bald, worthless, and drunk. He looked 
very flushed and repulsive, and assured every one 
that he had just lost his last farthing ‘to that rascal 
Benazet,’ though as a matter of fact he had won 
sixteen guldens... . 

In short, there were a number of people. 
able, truly remarkable was the i 
the visitors turned to Guba eee 
They put their doubts Before hire o 
to his judgment; and he oe d ao n 
Pi ent; and swered by humming and 
awing, pulling at his beard, tolling his eyes, or b 
insignificant, disconnected words which were aida 
eee pete: of the loftiest wisdom. 

om took part in an argument 

but the others did not spare their yoj E 
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ten minutes at a time and all were perfectly content 
and understood one another. The conversation 
lasted till well after midnight and was marked as 
usual by the great range and variety of topics. 

Madame Suhanchikoy talked of Garibaldi, of a 
cettain Karl Ivanovitch who had been flogged by his 
own house-serfs, of Napoleon III, of women’s work, 
of a merchant called Pleskachoy who, to everybody’s 
knowledge, did to death twelve working-girls and was 
rewarded by a medal with the inscription ‘for useful 
activities,’ of the proletariat, of a Georgian prince, 
Chukcheulidzev, who had shot his wife with a cannon, 
and of Russia’s future; Pishchalkin also spoke of 
Russia’s future, of Government monopolies, of the 
significance of nationalities, and of how he hated the 
commonplace above all things. Voroshilov suddenly 
exploded, and in one breath, almost choking with 
words, he mentioned Draper, Virchow, Shelgunov, 
Bichat, Helmholtz, Star, Stur, Reimont, Johann 
Müller the physiologist, Johann Müller the his- 
torian, obviously confusing the two, Taine, Renan, 
Shchapov, and afterwards Thomas Nash, Peele, and 
Greene. 

‘ What sort of birds are these? ° Bambaev muttered 
in surprise. 

‘ Predecessors of Shakespeare who are in the same 
relation to him as the foothills of the Alps to 
Mont Blanc,’ Voroshilov answered smartly—and he, 
too, touched on the future of Russia. Bambaev also 
spoke of Russia’s future and described it in rainbow 
colours; he grew particularly enthusiastic at the thought 
of Russian music, in which he saw ‘oh, something 
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great,’ and as a proof began singing a song by Varla- 
mov—but was immediately interrupted by the general 
outcry that he was singing the ‘Miserere’ from I/ 
Trovatore and singing it very badly too. 

One of the young officers said, on the quiet, some- 
thing abusive about Russian literature; another quoted 
a poem from Iskra." Tit Bindasov was mote straight- 
forward: he declared that all those rascals ought to 
have their teeth knocked out, and that’s all about it— 
without explaining, however, who exactly those 
rascals were. 

The smoke of the cigars was stifling; all were hot 
and torpid, all were hoarse, all eyes looked dull, all 
faces wete bathed in perspiration. Bottles of cold 
beer were brought in and emptied instantly. ‘ What 
was I saying just now?’ one petson kept repeating. 
‘ With whom was I atguing and what was it about? ’ 
another one was asking. And in the thick of all 
this hubbub Gubaryoy walked about indefatigably, 
waddline as before and worrying his Beard.. He now 
uing, now put 
in a word of his own, and no one could help feeling 
that he, Gubatyov, was the head of it all, that he was 


for someone’s eat to be bitten off 


_ The fresh night air felt like a catess on Litvinovy’s 


1 À revolution i 
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flushed face and pouted into his packen lips like a 
fragrant stream. 

‘What is it, he thought as he walked down the 
dark avenue of trees, ‘I have been present at? What 
brought them together? Why did they shout, swear, 
work themselves up into a frenzy? What was it all 
for? 

Litvinov shrugged his shoulders and went to 
Weber’s where he took up a newspaper and asked for 
an ice-cream. The newspaper discussed the problem 
of Rome, and the ice-cream was of poor quality. He 
was on the point of going home, when an unknown 
man weating a wide-brimmed hat suddenly came up 
to him and, saying in Russian ‘ I hope I don’t disturb 
you,’ sat down at his table. It was only then that 
Litvinov, looking more closely at the stranger, recog- 
nized him as the thickset gentleman who had wedged 
himself into a corner in Gubaryov’s room and scanned 
him so attentively when he spoke of political con- 
victions. In the course of the whole evening this 
gentleman had not opened his mouth, and now, sitting 
down and taking off his hat, he looked at Litvinov with 
a friendly and rather shy expression in his eyes. 


V 


‘Mr. Guparyov, at whose rooms I had the pleasure 
of seeing you to-day,’ he began, ‘ did not introduce me 
to you, so if I may, I’ll do so myself: Potugin, retired 
court councillor. I served in the Ministry of Finance 
in Petersburg. I hope you will not find it strange.... 
Tam not in the habit of introducing myself so suddenly 
... but in your case——’ 

Potugin hesitated and asked the waiter for a glass 
of Kirschwasser. “To buck me up,’ he added with a 
smile. Tae 

Litvinov looked with tedoubled attention at his 
new acquaintance, the last of those whom he had met 
that day, and immediately said to himself, ‘He is very 
different.’ 

He certainly was different. The man who sat before 
Litvinov, drumming with delicate fingers on the edge 
of the table, was broad-shouldered, with a large body 
on short legs, a downcast head of curly hair, very sad 
and very intelligent eyes under bushy eyebrows, a 
large, well-shaped mouth, bad teeth, and a audy 
Russian ‘potato-like? nose. He looked awkward 
and even slightly uncouth, but he certainly was out of 
the ordinary. He was catelessly dressed: his old- 
fashioned frock-coat had a baggy look and hi 
had slipped on to one side. ae 

Far from regarding es friendliness as an 
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impertinence, Litvinov was secretly flattered by it: 
it was obvious that this man was not in the habit 
of forcing himself upon strangers. He produced a 
strange impression on Litvinov, who felt respect and 
sympathy for him and at the same time a kind of 
involuntary pity. 

“So I don’t disturb you?’ he repeated in a soft, 
weak voice that was slightly hoarse and quite in 
keeping with his whole figure. 

‘Not at all,’ Litvinov replied. ‘On the contrary, 
I am very glad.’ 

‘Really? Well, then Iam glad too. I’ve heard a 
great deal about you; I know what you are doing and 
what your plans are. It’s a good work. No wonder 
you were silent to-night.’ 

‘You didn’t speak much either,’ Litvinov remarked. 
Potugin gave a sigh. 

‘There was more than enough arguing going on. 
I listened. Well?’ he added after a pause, with a 
humorous twist of his eyebrows, ‘how did you like 
out babel?’ | 

‘That’s just the word for it. Xou ve put it 
admirably. I kept wanting to ask those people what 
all the fuss was'about.’ 

Potugin sighed again. 

‘That ’s just the point—they don’t know that them- 
selves. Intheolddays they would have been described 
as “blind tools serving higher ends,” but now we 
put it less politely. Mind you, I haven’t the 
slightest intention of running them down; indeed, I 
will say that they are all...that is, almost all, 
excellent people. About Madame Suhanchikov, for 
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instance, I know much that is really to her credit: she - 
gave all the little money she had to her two poor 
nieces. And even if she did it partly from a desire to 
show off and cut a fine figure, anyway you will admit 
it meant wonderful self-sacrifice for a woman who is 
far from rich herself. As to Mr. Pishchalkin, there is 
simply no question: the peasants of his district will be 
sure to present him one day with a silver cup the shape 
of a water melon, or an ikon of his patron saint, and 
though he will say when he thanks them that he does 
not deserve such an honour, it won’t be true: he does 
deserve it. Your friend Mr. Bambaev has a heart of 
gold; it’s true, his enthusiasm is not directed to any- 
thing in particular—like the poet Yazykov’s who is 
said to have sung the praises of revelry while reading 
a book and drinking water—but anyway, it is enthusi- 
asm! Mr. Voroshilov, too, is a vety good sort. 
Like all the young men of his type who have done 
brilliantly at school, he’s been, so to speak, appointed 
an orderly to science and learning. His very silence 
is grandiloquent—but then he is so young! Yes, 
yes, they are all excellent people, and yet it does not 
come to anything. ‘The ingredients are first rate. but 
the dish isn’t fit to eat.’ í 
Litvinov was more and more surprised as he listened 

to Potugin: the whole style ofhis leisurely and confident 
speech showed that he liked talking and was good at it. 
That really was the case, but life had cured Potugin 
of vanity and he waited with philosophical calm for 
his Sosa, for a meeting with the right person. 
es, yes, he began again with his peculiar, sad 

but not jaundiced humour. ‘It?s all ve aoe 
ty strange. 
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And there’s another thing I want you to note. If, 
for instance, ten Englishmen happen to meet together 
they ’ll begin talking about the submarine telegraph, the 
tax on paper, the method of tanning rats’ skins—that 
is, of something practical and definite; if ten Germans 
meet, then of course Schleswig-Holstein and united 
Germany will appear on the scene; ten Frenchmen will 
inevitably end by talking about sex, avoid it as they 
will; but if ten Russians meet—you saw it for yourself 
to-day—they at once begin discussing the future and 
the significance of Russia, starting ab ove, without any 
proofs or hope of coming to any conclusion. They 
chew and chew that unfortunate problem like children 
chewing a piece of rubber: no juice, no taste. And 
of course theyll have a dig at “the rotten West” by the 
way. It’s a queer thing if you come to think of it—this 
West beats us on evety point, and yet it’s rotten! 
And it isn’t as though we really had a contempt for it,’ 
Potugin went on—‘it’s all mere talk and pretence. 
We certainly abuse the West, but its opinion is the 
only one we value—that is, at bottom, the opinion 
of Paris loafers. I know a man, a decent sort of 
fellow, no longer young, the father of a family; well, 
he spent several days in profound dejection because 
in a Paris restaurant he asked for une portion de biftek 
aux pommes de terre, and a teal Frenchman at once 
called out “Gargon! biftek pommes!” My friend was 
simply withered with sham ! And afterwards he 
always shouted “Biftek pommes!” and taught others to 
do so. The cocoties themselves ate surprised at the tre- 
mot of awe with which our young men from the 
Steppes enter their shameful drawing-rooms. .. . 
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“Good heavens!” they say to themselves, “ to think 
I am at Annah Deslions’s house! ” ” 

‘Tell me, please,’ Litvinov asked, ‘how do you 
account for Gubaryov’s unquestionable influence on 
all the others? Surely it’s not because of any gifts ef 
abilities? ’ 

‘ Oh, no, he hasn’t anything of that.’ 

‘Is it his personal character, then? ’ 

‘ No, it isn’t that either, but he has plenty of will. 
As you know, we Slavs are not well off in that respect, 
and a strong will defeats us. Mr. Gubaryovy wanted 
to be master, and every one has recognized him as 
such. What will you have? The Government has 
freed us from serfdom, all thanks be to it, but the 
habits of slavery are too deeply ingrained in us; it will 
take us years and years to get tid of them. Every- 
where and in all things we want a master; as a rule 
that master is some actual petson, though sometimes a 
so-called “tendency” gets the whip-hand of us—just 
now, for instance, we are all bondslaves of natural 
saence. «.. | Why we should enslave ourselves ae ail 
S a mystery; apparently, it’s our nature. But the 
chief point is, we must have a master. Well, here 
we ve got one: that means he js outs, and we don’t 
cate a button for all the rest. Regular flunkeys ! 
cates pride oe slavish self-abasement. A new 

aster Comes— j 
one was a a ue fe oe oe 
eats and fall at Sidor’s feet | Just pe ie ee 
kind that happened amon | gs of that 

a mongst us! We say that the 
most characteristic thing about us is out Critical 


Spirit; but in our Ctiticism we are not like a free man 
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striking with a sword but like a flunkey pummelling 
with his fists—and very likely doing it at his master’s 
bidding. And then, we are a soft people; it’s easy 
enough to take us in hand. That’s how Mr. Gubaryov 
came to be master: he hammered and hammered at 
one point till he got through. People see a man has a 
high opinion of himself, believes in himself, gives 
orders—that’s the chief thing, gives orders |—so they 
conclude he must be tight and should be obeyed. 
That’s just how all our Dissenters’ sects arose—all our 
Onuphrists and Akulinists. Whoever takes up the 
stick is master.’ 

A flush came into Potugin’s cheeks and his eyes 
grew dim; but strange to say, his words, bitter and 
even spiteful, had no touch of venom in them but 
rather of sorrow—teal, genuine sorrow. 

‘How did you come to know Gubaryov? ’ Litvinov 
asked. l 

‘Oh, I’ve known him for years. And note another 
curious thing about us: an author or someone of that 
sort, for instance, may spend his life denouncing 
drunkenness in prose and verse and attacking the 
drink monopoly, and then suddenly go and buy two 
distilleries and rent a hundred drink-shops—and no- 
body minds! Another man would have been ground 
off the face of the earth, but he is not even criticized. 
_ Take Mr. Gubaryov now: he is a Slavophil and a 
democrat and a socialist and everything you like, but 
his estate has always been, and still is, managed by 
his brother, a landowner of the old school—one of 
those who ate free with their fists. And Madame 
Suhanchikov, who makes Mrs. Beecher Stowe box 
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Tenteleyev’s eats, simply grovels before Gubatyov. 
But all that there is to him is that he reads serious 
books and plunges into the depths. What his gift of 
speech is, you could judge for yourself to-day; and 
it’s just as well that he says little and merely bristles. 
When he is in good spirits and lets himself go, even a 
patient man like me can’t stand it. He makes jokes 
and tells smutty stoties—yes, yes, our great Mr. 
Gubaryov tells smutty stories, and laughs at them in 
such a disgusting way.’ | 

‘ Ate you so patient as all that?’ Litvinov asked. 
‘I would have thought, on the contrary— But 
allow me to ask your name.’ 

Potugin took a few sips of Kirschwasser. 

‘I am called Sozont—Sozont Ivanitch. That 
beautiful name was given me in honour of a telative, 
an atchimandrite, to whom I am not indebted in any 
other way. I come of priestly stock, if I may put it 
so. But you needn’t doubt my patience: I am very 


patient. I served for twenty-two years under my own 
uncle, an actual civil councillor, Irinar 
You haven’t met him, have you?” 

* No.’ 


‘ Lucky for you. Yes, I am patient. But “let us 


return to the first,” as my respected confrère, Archpriest 
Avvakum,' burnt a 


nt at the stake, used to say. I marvel 
at my compatriots, my dear sir. They are all down- 
cast, they are all a picture of dejection, and at the same 
time they are full of hope and at the least 
go simply wild. Take the Slavophils, 


1 Leader ofthe‘ Old Believers’ in the seve 
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k Potugin. 


Provocation 
for instance, 


SMOKE 39 


to whom Mr. Gubaryov is supposed to belong; most 
excellent people, but it’s the same mixture of despair 
and defiance, the same “ living inthe future.” It will 
all come, they say. At the moment there is nothing 
at all, and in the course of ten centuries Russia has 
produced nothing of its own either in government or 
in Jaw Of ih sence Or m afl Orveven In etait: RE 
But wait, have patience—it will all come. Why will 
it all come, may I ask? Because we educated people 
are poor stuff, but the people...oh,.it’s a great 
people! Look at the peasant! That’s where it will 
all come from. All other idols have been shattered, 
so let us believe in the peasant. And what if he fails 
us? Oh, no, he won’t; read Madame Kohanovsky 
and raise your eyes up to heaven! Really, if I were a 
painter, this is-the picture I’d draw: an educated man 
is standing before a peasant and saying to him with a 
low bow: “ Cure me, my good man, I am perishing of 
disease”’; and the peasant in his turn bows low to the 
educated man and says: “ Teach me, good sir, I am 
perishing of ignorance.” And of course neither stirs 
an inch. But all that’s needed is to be truly humble— 
not in words only—and borrow from our elder 
brothers what they have invented before us and better 
than us. Köllner, noch ein Glaschen Kirsch! Don’t 
think Iam a drunkard, but alcohol loosens my tongue.’ 

‘ After what you ’ve just said,’ Litvinov said witha 
smile, ‘I needn’t ask to what party you belong and 
what you think of Europe. But allow me to make 
One remark to you. You say we ought to borrow 
from our elder brothers and imitate them; but how can 
one bottow without taking into consideration the 
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climate, the soil, the local and national peculiarities? I 
remember, my father ordered from Butenop’s a cast- 
iron winnowing machine, highly advertised and really 
excellent, but what happened? It stood for five years 
in the barn unused and then was replaced by a wooden 
American one, which is much better suited to our ways 
and habits, as indeed all American machines are. It’s 
no use borrowing thoughtlessly, Sozont Ivanitch.’ 
Potugin raised his head. i 
‘I didn’t expect such an argument from you, my 
dear Grigory Mihailovitch, he began after a pause. 
‘ Why ever should you borrow thoughtlessly? You 
take foreign things not because they are foreign but 
because they suit you: that is, you use yout judgment, 
you choose. And don’t you trouble about the results: 
they “ll have a character of their own right enough, 
just because of those local and climatic conditions you 
mention. All you have to do is to offer good food, 
and the national stomach will digest it in its own way; 
and in time, when the organism grows strong, it will 
give it a flavour of its own. Take our language, for 
instance. Peter the Great flooded it with thousands of 
foreign words, Dutch, French, Getman: those words 
expressed ideas to which the Russian people had 
to be introduced. Without ceremony or meanin 
oo, a 
thing monstrous Le ie pear 
rous, en there began that very 
process of digestion of which I was speaking. The 
ideas struck toot and became assimilated ; foreignisms 
gradually disappeared, the language found forms of 
its own by which to replace them—and now your 
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humble servant, by no means a master of style, would 
undertake to translate any page you like out of Hegel 
—yes, yes, out of Hegel!—without using a single 
non-Slavonic word. The same thing that has hap- 
pened with the language will, let us hope, happen in 
other spheres. The whole point is whether one’s 
constitution is strong enough, and I don’t think we 
need wotty about outs: we’ve been through worse 
plights than that. Only neurotic people and feeble 
nations can fear for their health and independence; 
just as it is only idle people who can fall into raptures 
at the fact that we ate Russians. I am very careful 
about my health, but I don’t go into ecstasies about 
it—I would be ashamed.’ 

‘That’s all very well, Sozont Ivanitch,’ Litvinov 
said in his turn, ‘but why subject us to such trials? You 
say yourself that the result was at first something mon- 
strous! And what if the monstrosity had remained? 
And, indeed, it has remained, you know it yourself.’ 

‘ But not in language—and that means a great deal! 
Well, it isn’t I who made our nation; it isn’t my fault 
that it is destined to pass through such a school. 
The Germans have developed in a normal way. The 
Slavophils cry: “ Give us the same kind of develop- 
ment!” But how is that to be done when the very 
fitst historical action of our people—the calling of 
princes from overseas to rule over them—is irregular 
and abnormal? And it is repeated in every one of us 
to this day; every one of us, if only once in his life, is 
certain to have said to something that is foreign, not 
Russian: “ Come and rule over me.” I am ready to 
admit, if you like, that in putting foreign substance 
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into out own body we can’t possibly know beforehand 
whether it will prove to be bread or poison; but then 
we all know that the way from bad to good is never 
through “ better,” but always through “ worse ”—and 
even poison is useful in medicine. Only fools or 
knaves can point with triumph to the peasants’ poverty 
after the emancipation and to their drinking more 
since the farming of the spirit tax was abolished. ... 
Through worse to better !’ 

Potugin passed his hand over his face. 

‘ You asked me what I think of Europe,’ he began 
again. “I admire it and am wholly devoted to its 
principles, and don’t see the slightest necessity to 
conceal this. I have long—no, not so very long— 
it’s some time since I lost the fear of saying what I really 
think.... Isaw, you too didn’t hesitate to tell Mt. 
Gubatyov what your views are. Thank heaven, I no 
longer try to accommodate myself to the ideas, beliefs, 
and habits of the person to whom I am talking. I 
really know nothing wotse than the needless cowardice, 
the wretched obsequiousness which sometimes makes 
an important official play up to some insignificant 
student, and try to ingratiate himself with him. 
Well, an official may do so for the sake of being 
popular, but why should plain men like us prevaricate? 
Yes, lama Westernizer and am devoted to Europes 
of, rather, I am devote to culture, to that very culture 
e 
I love it with all my h ee a ie a Mee 
oie 7 eart a Believe roii a TV have 
ae oe S have. That word, ci- 

gin laid emphasis on every syllable 
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as he said it) “is intelligible, and pure and holy, while 
all other—nationality, glory, and the rest of it, smell 
of blood . . . better leave them alone!’ 

‘ And do you love Russia, your motherland, Sozont 
Ivanitch? ’ 

Potugin passed his hand over his face. 

‘I love it passionately, and hate it passionately too.’ 

Litvinov shrugged his shoulders. 

‘ That’s old, Sozont Ivanitch, that’s commonplace.’ 

‘ Well, what of it? What’s wrong with it? Fancy 
being afraid of commonplaces! I know many good 
commonplaces. For instance, freedom and ordet is 
a well-known one. Do you think it’s better to have 
it our way—bureaucratic tyranny and disorder? And, 
besides, all those phrases that turn so many young 
heads—“ contemptible bourgeoisie,” souveraineté du 
peuple, the tight to work—are commonplaces too. 
And as to love inseparable from hate——’ 

‘ Byronism,’ Litvinov interrupted, ‘ romanticism 
of the thirties.’ 

‘ You ate mistaken, excuse me; the first to point out 
that mixture of feelings was Catullus,! the Roman 
poet Catullus, two thousand years ago. I tread it in 
his poems because I know some Latin, thanks to my 
clerical origin, if I may put itso. Yes, I both love and 
hate Russia, my strange, charming, disgusting, and 
Ptecious motherland. I have left it for the moment: 
I had to have an aiting after sitting for twenty years 
at an office desk in a government building; I have 





1 Odi et amo. Quare id faciam, fortasse, requiris? 
Nescio; sed fieri sentio et excrucior. 
Catullus, Ixxxy. 
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left Russia and I enjoy being here very much, but I 
feel I shall soon go back. Garden soil is fine. . . but 
it’s not the soil for cranberries ! | 

‘ You enjoy being here, and so do I,’ said Litvinov, 
‘and I’ve come here as a learner; but that doesn’t 
prevent my seeing this sort of thing, for instance...” 
he pointed to two passing cocottes surrounded by 
several members of the Jockey Club affecting to 
speak Parisian French, and to the gambling-hall, 
crowded in spite of the late hour. 

"And why do you suppose I am blind to it? °’ Potugin 
retorted. ‘ But, excuse me, your remark reminds me 
of the jubilations of our miserable press during the 
Crimean War over the defects of the English War 
Office pointed out by The Times. Tam not an optimist 
and I don’t see in a rosy light either human nature or 
life as a whole—all this comedy with a tragic ending— 
but why ascribe to the West what may be rooted 
in human essence as such? This gambling-hall is 
hideous certainly, but ate our home-grown card- 
shatpets any better? No, my deat Grigory Mihailo- 
vitch, let’s be more humble and quiet: a good pupil 
sees his master’s faults, but keeps respectfully silent 
about them, for those vety faults are of benefit to 
him and help him to keep Straight. And 
to havea dig at the “rotten West,” here is Prince Koké 
trotting along; he has probably lost during a quarter 
of an hour at the gamblinge-table the tax wrung out of 
a hundred and fifty hard-working peasant families, and 
his nerves are unstrung; besides, I saw him to-day at 
Marx’s turning the pages of Veuillot’s pamphlet. .. . 
He'll be an excellent person for you to talk to!” 


if you want 


SMOKE 45 


‘But I say!’ Litvinov said hastily, seeing that 
Potugin was getting up. ‘I hardly know Prince 
Kokó, and in any case I much prefer talking to you—— 

‘Thank you very much,’ Potugin interrupted him, 
getting up and bowing, “but we’ve had quite a long 
talk, or rather it was I who talked all the time. You 
probably know from your own experience that a man 
always feels awkward and a bit ashamed when he has 
done all the talking. Especially on a first meeting: 
as though he meant to show what a fine fellow he is! 
Good-bye for the present. And I repeat, I am very 
glad to have met you.’ 

‘But wait a minute, Sozont Ivanitch, tell me at any 
rate where you live and how long youate staying here?’ 

Potugin looked slightly uncomfortable. 

‘I shall be at Baden for another week, but we can 
- meet here, at Webet’s ot at Marx’s. Or TI call on you.’ 

‘But all the same I’d like to have your address.’ 

“Yes. But, you see, I am not alone.’ 

‘Are you married?’ Litvinov asked suddenly. 

‘Dear me, no. What a queer idea! But I have 
a young lady with me.’ 

‘Ah!’ Litvinov said with a polite expression, as 
though apologizing, and lowered his eyes. 

‘She is only six,’ Potugin went. on. ‘She is an 
otphan—the daughter of a lady ... who was a friend of 
mine. It willbe better for us to meet here. Good-bye.’ 

He pulled his hat over his curly head of hair and 
tapidly disappeared.’ Litvinov caught one or two 
glimpses of him under the gas lamps that shed rather 
a scanty light on the road leading to the Lichtenthal 
Avenue. 
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‘ A STRANGE man!’ thought Litvinov on the way to 
his hotel. “A strange man! I must look him up.’ 

He went into his room; a letter on the table caught 
his eye. “Ah, from Tanya!’ he thought joyfully; 
but the letter proved to be from his father in the coun- 
try. Litvinov broke the large crested seal and began 
teading.... A strong, very pleasant and familiar 
smell attracted his attention. He turned round and 
saw a large bouquet of fresh heliotrope in a tumbler 
of water in the window. Litvinov bent down to the 
flowers with some surprise, touched them, sniffed 
them.... They seemed to remind him of something... 
of something very remote; but what it was he could 
not think. He rang for the servant and asked where 
the flowers had come from. The man answered that 
they had been brought by a lady who would not give 
her name but said that he, ‘ Hert Zluitenhof,’ would 
be sure to guess from those flowers who she was. 
Litvinov again seemed to tecall something. ... He 
asked the servant what the lady looked like. 
explained that she was tall and beautifull 
wore a veil over her face. 

‘ Probably a Russian countess,’ he added. 

" What makes you think that?” Litvinov asked. 

“She gave me two guldens, the man answered with a 


erin. Litvinov dismissed him and for a few minutes 
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stood by the window, thinking; but at last he gave it 
up as hopeless and again began reading the letter from 
the country. His father poured out in it his usual 
complaints, assured him that no one wanted corn even 
as a gift, that servants had lost all habit of obedience, 
and that probably the end of the world was at hand. 
* Would you believe it,’ he wrote among other things, 
‘they cast a spell over my last coachman, the little 
Calmuck, you remember? The man would certainly 
have died and I should have been left without a 
coachman, but fortunately kind people gave me the 
tip and advised me to send the invalid to Ryazan, to a 
priest who is a master hand at curing such cases. And 
he teally did cure my man, in confirmation of which I 
enclose the reverend father’s own letter jas documen- 
taty proot.’ Litvinov read the document with much 
interest. It said that ‘a former house serf, Nikanor 
Dmitriev, was ill of a disease inaccessible to medical 
science; the disease was due to evil people, but the 
cause of it was Nikanor himself because he had failed 
to catty out his promise to a certain young woman; 


_ and she, through the aid of others, made him unfit for 


anything; and if I hadn’t been here to help him he 
would have perished like a miserable worm; but, 
trusting to the All-seeing Eye, I came to his rescue; 
how I did it is a secret; but I ask your honour to tell 
the young woman not to venture upon such evil deeds 
in the future, and it would be a good thing to threaten 
her or else she may do mischief to him again.’ 
Litvinov pondered deep over that document; it 
seemed to have brought with it'a breath of the blind 
darkness and the stagnant life in the wild steppes, and 
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it was queer that he should be reading it at Baden of 
all places. Meanwhile it had long struck midnight; 
Litvinov got into bed and blew out his candle. But 
he could not go to sleep; the people he had met, the 
phrases he had heard kept coming back and circling 
round in strange and confused combinations in his 
burning head that ached with the tobacco smoke. At 
times he fancied he heard Gubaryov mumbling and 
saw the dull and obstinate look in his downcast eyes; 
then suddenly those eyes grew bright and restless 
and he recognized Madame Suhanchikov, heard her 
strident voice, and involuntarily repeated after her in 
a whisper: “She did box his ears, she did’; then 
Potugin’s unwieldy figure rose before him and he 
recalled for the tenth and the twentieth time every 
word he had said; Voroshilov jumped out like a jack- 
in-the-box in his tight-fitting overcoat that looked 
like a new uniform; Pishchalkin wisely and pomp- 
ously nodded his well-trimmed and truly well- 
intentioned head; Bindasov shouted and swore, and 
Bambaev wentintotearfulraptures.... But, above all, 
that clinging, sweet, heavy fragrance gave him no 
peace. It seemed to gtow more and mote intense in 
the darkness, and to remind him mote and more in- 
sistently of something he could not tecall.... I 
occurred to Litvinov that the scent of flowers in the 
bedroom was bad for one at night; he got up, fumbled 
his way to the bouquet, and cattied it into the adjoining 
room, but the languorous fragrance penetrated from 
there to his pillow, stole under the bedclothes, and he 
tossed miserably from side to side. Feverish dreams 
were gaining hold of him; the priest, fa master hand 
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In the early fifties there lived in Moscow in very 
straitened circumstances, not to Say in poverty, the 
numerous family of the Princes Osinin. They were 
not Tatar or Georgian but real princes descended from 
Ryurik ; their name often occurs in our chronicles under 
the first Grand Princes of Moscow, ‘the gatherers 
of the Russian land.” They had possessed large 
hereditary domains, were more than once rewatded for 
‘ service and blood and wounds,’ sat in the Boyar 
Duma, and one of them actually had the privilege 
of using his patronymic in full. But they fell into 
disfavour through their enemies accusing them of 
` witchcraft and sorcery ’; they were ruined ‘ terribly 
and completely,’ deprived of honours, and sent into 
exile. The Osinins fell never to tise again; in time 
they were reinstated in the Tsar’s favour and had their 
Moscow house and belongings restored to them, but 
it was of no avail. Having once sunk into poverty 


they did not make good either under Peter or under 


Catherine; sinking lower and lower in the social scale, 
the family reckoned among its members stewards of 


es estates, chiefs of distilleries, and district police 
officers. 


» Wife, and five children. They 


anc in a wooden one-storeyed 
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house with a striped front porch, green lions on the 
gates, and other pretensions of nobility, and could 
bately make ends meet, owed money to their green- 
grocer, and in winter were often without candles or 
fuel. The prince was a dull and sluggish man; in his 
youth he had been handsome and a dandy, but had let 
himself go completely. Out of consideration for his 
wife, who had been a maid-of-honour, rather than 
out of respect for his ancient name, he was given one 
of the old-fashioned Moscow government posts with 
a small salary, a high-sounding name, and nothing 
whatever todo. He did not interfere in anything and 
spent the days wrapped in his dressing-cown, smoking 
from morning to night and sighing heavily. His wife 
was a sick and embittered woman perpetually worried 
ovet domestic troubles, over placing her children in 
government schools, and keeping up her Petersburg 
connections. She could not reconcile herself to her 
position and to losing touch with the court. 

When Litvinov’s father was in Moscow he met the 
Osinins, had occasion to do them a few services, and 
once lent them three hundred roubles; his son in his 
student days often came to see them; his lodgings 
happened to be not far from their house. But he was 
drawn to them not because they were neighbours or 
because their poor way of living attracted him: he 
began frequenting them after he had fallen in love with 
their eldest daughter Irina. 

She was seventeen at the time; she had just left an 
aristocratic boarding-school from which her mother 
took her away through an unpleasantness with the 
headmistress. The unpleasantness was due to the 
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fact that on the school leaving day Irina was to have 
recited in French congratulatory verses to the chair- 
man of the School Board, but just before the ceremony 
she was replaced by another pupil, the daughter of a 
very tich spirit-contractor. The princess could not 
get over such a slight, and Irina herself did not forgive 
the headmistress for her unfairness. She had been 
dreaming how in the sight of all, attracting general 
attention, she would get up and recite her verses, and 
how Moscow would talk of her afterwards... . 

And indeed, Moscow would probably have talked | 
of Irina. She was a tall, graceful girl with the narrow 
shoulders of youth and a slightly flat chest; marble- 
white skin, rate at her age, pure and smooth like 
porcelain, and a mass of fair hair, in which the darker 
strands curiously alternated with the light one. Her 
features, exquisitely, almost faultlessly regular, had not 
yet completely lost the simple-hearted expression 
natural to early youth, but the languid droop of her 
pretty neck and her smile, dreamy or indifferent, 
suggested a temperamental young lady; and in the 
curves of those fine, faintly smiling lips and of the 
small, rather narrow aquiline nose there was something 
passionate and self-willed, something dangerous 
both for herself and for othets. Wonderful, truly 
_ wonderful were her eyes, soft and dreamy, shaped like 

the eyes of Egyptian goddesses, dark grey with a 
tinge of green, with long eyelashes and boldly shaped 
eyebrows. There was a strange expression in those 
eyes: they seemed to gaze attentively and thought- 
fully out of some mysterious depth and distance. 

At school Irina was one of the best pupils for 
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intelligence and ability, but was reputed to be change- 
able, imperious, and reckless. One of the mistresses 
told her that her passions would be the ruin of her— 
‘vos passions vous perdront, but another one accused 
her of coldness and insensibility and called her 
‘une jeune fille sans ceur. Irina’s school friends 
found her proud and sectetive, her brothers and 
sisters stood rather in awe of her, her mother 
distrusted her, and her father felt uncomfortable when 
she fixed her mysterious eyes on him; but she inspired 
both her father and mother with involuntary respect, 
not because of her character but because of peculiar 
vague expectations which she somehow aroused in 
them. 

‘Youll see, Praskovya Danilovna,’ the old prince 
said one day taking his pipe out of his mouth, * that 
girl will give us a leg up one day.’ 

The princess was angry and said to her husband 
that he had ‘des expressions insupportables, but then she 
pondered and muttered through her teeth: 

‘Yes... and it would be a good thing, too.’ 

Irina enjoyed almost unlimited freedom in her 
patents’ house; they did not spoil her and indeed held 
rather aloof from her, but they did not thwart her, 
and that was all she wanted. When something 
particularly humiliating happened—when one of the 
tradesmen came and shouted all over the yard that 
he was tired of coming after his own money, or the 
servants began abusing their masters to their faces and 
saying it wasn’t much good their being princes if they 
hadn’t a crust to bite—Itina did not stir an eyelid but 
sat motionless with a malicious smile on het gloomy 
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face; yet to her parents that smile was more bitter than 
any reproaches. ‘They felt guilty—though they had 
done her no wrong—towards this girl who seemed 
to have been given from birth the right to wealth, 
luxury, and admiration. 
Litvinov fell in love with Irina at first sight (he was 
only three years older than she), but it took him a long 
time to attract her attention, let alone win her love. 
Her manner to him had a trace of strange hostility: 
it was as though he had offended her and she had 
deeply concealed the injury but could not forgive 
it. He was too young and modest at the time to 
understand what might have been hidden under that 
hostile, almost contemptuous harshness. Forgetting 
his lectures and note-books he would often sit in the 
depressing drawing-room of the Osinins, secretly 
watching Irina; his heart slowly and painfully melting 
within him was like a heavy weight in his breast; and 
she looked as though she were angry or bored; she 
would get up and walk across the room, look at him 
coldly as on a piece of furniture, shrug her shoulders, 
and fold herarms. Or during the whole evening, even 
while talking to Litvinov, she would not once look at 
him, as though refusing him even that favour; or she 
would open a book and, not reading, state at it frowning 
and biting her lips; or she would suddenly ask aloud her 
father or brother what was the German fot patience. 
He tried to break away from the enchanted circle in 
which he suffered and struggled helplessly like a bird 
in a trap; he left Moscow for a week. He nearly went 
mad with longing and misery, and thin and ill, 
returned to the Osinins, . .. Curiously enough, Irina 
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too had grown noticeably thinner during that week, 
her face had a yellowish tinge, her cheeks had lost their 
roundness—but she met him even more coldly than 
usual, with an almost malicious negligence, as though 
he had somehow aggravated the secret injury he had 
done to her.... She tormented him in that way for 
a couple of months. Then it all suddenly changed in 
one day. Love flared up like a flame, came upon them 
like a thunderstorm. Once again—he remembered 
that day for years—he was sitting in the Osinins’ 
drawing-room by the window, looking blankly into 
_ the street; he was vexed and bored and full of con- 
tempt for himself, and yet he could not move from 
his chair. He fancied that if a river flowed there, 
by the window, he would jump into it with horror, 
but without regret. Irina sat not far from him, 
strangely silent and still. She had not spoken to him 
or indeed to any one for several days; she sat leaning 
her head on her hand as though in perplexity and 
sometimes slowly looked round her. At last Litvinov 
could stand this cold,anguish no longer; he got up and 
without saying good-bye began looking for his hat. 

` Stay, he suddenly heard a soft whisper. 

Litvinov’s heart quivered, he did not at once 
recognize Irina’s voice: a note he had never heard 
sounded in that word. He raised his head and was 
dumbfounded: Irina was looking at him kindly—yes, 
she really was. 

‘ Stay,’ she repeated, ‘don’t go. I want to be with 
you.’ Sheloweredhervoice. ‘Don’t go—I don’t want 
you to.’ 

Understanding nothing, scarcely knowing what he 
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was doing, he came up to her and held out his 
hands. She at once gave him both hers, smiled, 
flushed crimson, turned away and, still smiling, went 
out of the room.... A few minutes later she returned. 
with her younger sister, looked at him again with the 
same gentle gaze, and made him sit down beside het. 
At first she could say nothing, and only sighed and 
blushed; then she began shyly asking him about his 
work, which she had never done before. 

In the evening of that same day she asked him 
several times to forgive her for not having recognized 
his worth before, assured him that now she was quite 
different, and surprised him by a sudden republican 
sally (at that time he revered Robespierre and did not 
venture openly to condemn Marat). A week later 
he knew that she loved him. 

Yes, he long remembered that first day... but he 
had not forgotten the days that came after, when, still 
trying to doubt and afraid to believe, he clearly saw 
with a thrill of rapture and almost of awe how the 
unexpected happiness arose, Stew, and sweeping every- 
thing before it, flooded his heart at last. There 
followed the radiant Moments of first love, which are 
not, and indeed ought not to be, repeated in the same 
life. Irina suddenly became gentle as a lamb, soft as 
silk, and infinitely kind ; She began giving lessons to 
her younger sisters in French and in English—she did 


with housekeeping; everything amused her, everything 
interested her. She either chattered unceasingly or 
sank into a mood of silent tenderness. She made 
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plans, indulged in endless schemes of what she would 
do when she married Litvinov (they had not the 
slightest doubt that their marriage would come to 
pass), of how, together, they would...“ Work?’ 
Litvinov prompted her. . . ‘ Yes, work,’ Irina repeated, 
‘read... but above all, travel? She was particularly 
anxious to leave Moscow as soon as possible, and 
when Litvinov pointed out to her that he had not yet 
graduated she replied every time, after thinking a 
little, that he could finish his studies in Berlin—or 
somewhere. 

Irina did not take much trouble to conceal her 
feelings, and accordingly her attachment to Litvinov 
soon ceased to be a secret for her parents. They were 
not overjoyed, but taking everything into considera- 
tion did not think it necessary to impose their veto at 
once. Litvinov was quite well off.... 

‘But the name, the name!’ the princess remarked. 

‘ Well, of course, the prince answered, * but anyway 
he is a gentleman, and the chief point is, Irina wouldn’t 
obey us, you know. She has never failed to do what 
she had set her heart on. Vous connaissez sa violence! 
And besides, there ’s nothing definite as yet.’ 

That was what the prince said, but he added in his 
mind: ‘ Madame Litvinov—and that’s all! I expected 
something different.’ 

Itina took complete possession of Litvinov, and he 
teadily surrendered himself to her. It was as though 
he had fallen into a whirlpool, as though he had lost 
himself... it was frightening and sweet, and there 
was nothing he regretted, nothing that he held back. 
He could not reflect about the significance and the 
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duties of marriage, or decide whether a man so 
completely subjugated as he was would make a good 
husband, and what sort of wife Irina would be, and - 
whether they stood in the right relation to each other; 
his blood was on fire and all he knew was that he must 
follow her, be with her, go on and on, come what may ! 
But in spite of all absence of resistance on Litvinov’s 
part and Irina’s overflowing impulsive tenderness, 
there were a few jolts and misunderstandings between 
them. One day he ran in to the Osinins’ straight from 
the university, in an old jacket, his hands stained with 
ink. She rushed to meet him with her usual warm 
welcome and suddenly drew back. 

You have no gloves,’ she said slowly, and added 
at once: “fie, you are a regular—student ! ’ 

‘ You are too impressionable, Irina.’ 

“You ate—a regular student,’ she repeated. 
‘Vous n’étes pas distingué’? And turning her back 
on him she went out of the room. True, an hour 
later she implored him to forgive her.... Asa rule 
she readily repented and asked his forgiveness, but, 
strange to say, she often accused herself almost with 
tears of bad motives that were putely imaginary and 
obstinately denied her teal failings, 

On another occasion he found her in tears, her head 
in her hands and her hait loose. When he asked in 
alarm what was troubling her she silently pointed 
with her finger at her bosom. Litvinoy shuddered. 
‘ Consumption!’ flashed through his mind and he 
seized her hand. 


"Are you ill?’ he said in an unsteady voice. ‘I'll 
run for the doctor at once ‘ 
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But Irina stamped her foot in vexation, not letting 
him finish. 


“I am perfectly well... but this dress—don’t you 
understand? ” 

“What is it this dress ...”’ he repeated in 
perplexity. 


‘What is it? Why, that I have no other, that it’s 
old and horrid and yet I have to wear it every day 
even—even when you come. You'll fall out of 
love with me at last, seeing me so dowdy ! ? 

“Good heavens, Irina, what are yousaying! And it 
is a charming dress. I am fond of it, too, because 
you wore it when I fitst saw you.’ 

Irina blushed. 

‘ Don’t remind me, please, Grigory Mihailovitch, 
that I hadn’t another dress even then.’ 

‘But I assure you, it suits you beautifully.’ 

“No, it’s horrid, horrid,’ she repeated, nervously 
pulling at her long, soft curls. ‘Oh, this poverty, 
this squalor! How is one to escape it? How to 
get out of the squalor? ’ 

Litvinov did not know what to say and turned 
slightly away. Suddenly Irina jumped up from her 
chair and put both her hands on his shoulders. 

‘But you love me?) You love me?’ she said, 
bringing her face near to his, and her eyes, still full of 
teats, sparkled with the joy of happiness. ‘ You love 
me even in this horrid dress?’ 

Litvinov fell at her feet. 

‘Ah, love me, love me, my dear one, my saviour,’ 
she whispered bending over him. 

In ae ae days ty a Tq Se There had 
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Tuat winter the court visited Moscow. One series 
of festivities followed another; at last the time came for 
the customary big ball at the Hall of Nobility. The 
news of this ball reached even the house in Dogs’ 
Squate,—though only, it is true, in the form of an 
advertisement in the Police Gazette. ‘The prince was the 
first to take’it to heart; he at once decided that they 
must certainly go and take Irina, that it would be 
unpardonable to miss an opportunity of seeing one’s 
sovereign, and that indeed it was a kind of duty for the 
old nobility. He insisted on this with a fervour 
not at all natural to him; the princess agreed with him 
up to a point and only sighed over the expense; but 
Irina was dead againstit. ‘There’s no need to, I won’t 
go,’ she replied to all her parents’ arguments. Her 
obstinacy was so unmanageable that the old prince 
decided at last to ask Litvinov to try to persuade her, 
giving her among other reasons that it was absurd for 
a young girl to fight shy of society, that “ she ought to 
have the experience,’ and that no one saw her any- 
where, as it was. Litvinov agreed to put these 
arguments before her. Irina looked at him closely 
and attentively—so closely and attentively that he felt 
uncomfortable—and, playing with the ends of her 
waistband, asked calmly: 
“Do you wish it? You?’ 
61 
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‘Yes...I1 think,’ Litvinov faltered, <I agree with 
your father. And why shouldn’t you go... to have 
a look at people and show yourself?’ he added with a 
short laugh. 

"Show myself?’ she repeated slowly. ‘ Very well, 





[ll go.... But remember, it was you who wished 
ites 
“That is, I ’ Litvinov began. 


"You yourself have wished it, she interrupted 
him. ‘And one condition more: you must promise 
me that you won’t be at the ball.” 

‘But why?’ 

‘I don’t want you to.’ 

Litvinov threw up his hands. 

‘LT obey .. . but I confess I would so have enjoyed 
seeing you in all your splendour and watching the 
impression you ate bound to ptoduce.... How proud 
I would be of you!” he added with a sigh. 

Irina smiled. 

: All my splendour will consist of a white frock, and 


as to the impression Well, anyway, I don’t want 
you to be there.’ 


‘Trina, you seem to be angry?’ 

Irina smiled again. 

‘Oh, no! Iam not angty. Only ” She fixed 
her eyes on him, and he thought he had never seen 


such an expression in them. “ Perhaps it has to be, 
she added in an undettone. 


‘ But do you love me, Irina?’ 


"I love you,’ she answered almost solemnly and 
pressed his hand firmly, like a man. 


During the days that followed, Irina took great 
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interest in her dress and the way she did her hair; on 
the eve of the ball she felt unwell, could not sit still, 
wept once ot twice when she was alone; in Litvinov’s 
presence she smiled a kind of fixed smile. She was as 
tender with him as ever, but she was absent-minded 
and continually glanced at herself in the mirror. On 
the actual day of the ball she was very silent and pale, 
but calm. About nine o’clock in the evening Litvinov 
came to have a look at her. When she appeared 
before him in a white muslin dress, with a spray of 
small blue flowers in her slightly raised hair, he almost 
ctied out: so beautiful she seemed to him and so 
stately, quite beyond her years. ‘ Yes, she has grown 
up since this morning,’ he thought, ‘and what a 
beating shehas! Race does mean something afterall !? 

Irina stood before him without smiling or looking 
self-conscious, her hands hanging loose. She gazed 
resolutely, almost defiantly, not at him but straight 
before her into the distance. 

“You ate like a princess in a fairy tale,’ Litvinov said 
at last, ‘or, no: you are like a commander before a 
victorious battle.... You wouldn’t allow me to go to 
this ball, he went on while she stood motionless as 
before and seemed to be listening not to him, but to 
some other, inner'voice, ‘ but I hope you won’t refuse. 
to accept these flowers and take them with you? ° 

He gave her a bouquet of heliotrope. 

She glanced at him quickly, stretched out her hand 
and said, suddenly seizing the end of the spray which 
adorned her head: 

‘Would you have me stay? At a word from you 
I’ll tear it all off and stay at home.’ 


Litvinov’s heart gave a jump. Irina’s hand was 
already tearing off the spray. 

‘No, no, why should you,’ he answered hurriedly 
in an excess of generous and grateful feelings. ‘I 
am not an egoist, why interfere with your liberty... 
when I know that your heart A 

‘Well then, don’t come near, you’ll crumple my 
dress,’ she said hastily. 

Litvinov was taken aback. 

* And will you take the bouquet? ’ he asked. 

‘` OF course: it’s charming and I am very fond of 
that scent. Merc... PIL keep it in memory of —’ 

"Your first ball,’ Litvinov remarked, ‘ your first 
triumph.’ 

Turning slightly, Irina looked at herself in the 
mirror over her shoulder. 

“And do I teally look so nice? You are- not 
flattering me?’ 

Litvinov went off into enthusiastic praises. But 
Irina was not listening to him; holding the flowers up 
to her face she was again gazing into the far distance 
with her strange eyes that seemed to have grown darker 
and bigger, and the ends of her soft ribbons, disturbed 
by the slight current of air, rose behind her shoulders 
like wings. 

The prince made his appearance in a white tie and a 
faded black tail-coat; his hair was curled and he wore 
the medal of nobility on a Vladimir tibbon in the lapel 
of his coat. The princess, wearing an old-fashioned 
silk gown, followed him into the room. With the air 
of stern solicitude under which mothets try to hide 
their agitation she put her daughter to rights at the back, 
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that is, quite unnecessarily shook the folds of her 
dress. A hired closed carriage for four, drawn by two 
shaggy hacks, crawled up to the front porch; a puny 
footman in a queer kind of livery popped his head in 
at the drawing-room door, and with a certain reckless- 
ness in his voice declared that the carriage was ready. 
Having blessed for the night the children left at home, 
the prince and princess put on their fur coats and 
went out on to the steps; Irina silently followed them 
wrapped in a thin and short cloak—how she hated 
that cloak! Litvinov, who was seeing them off, had 
hoped that Irina would give him a parting look, but 
she stepped into the carriage without turning her 
head. 

About midnight he walked past the windows 
of the Hall of Nobility. Innumerable lights of huge 
candelabras showed like bright specks through the 
red window-curtains and the strains of a Strauss waltz 
floated festively, insolently, and defiantly over the 
square blocked with carriages. | 

The next day Litvinov went to the Osinins’ soon 
after twelve o’clock. The only person to receive him 
was the prince, who immediately informed him that 
Irina had a headache and would stay in bed all day, 
which indeed was not at all surprising after a first ball. 

“C'est très naturel, vous savez, dans les jeunes filles,’ 
he added in French, which rather surprised Litvinov 
who instantly noticed that the prince was wearing 
a frock-coat instead of his usual dressing-gown. 
‘And besides,’ Osinin went on, ‘she might well be 
ill after all the events of last night!’ 

‘ Events?’ Litvinov muttered. 
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“Yes, yes, events, de vrais événements. You cant 
imagine, Grigory Mihailovitch, quel succes elle a eu! 
The whole court noticed her. Prince Alexandr 
Fyodorovitch said that her place was not here and 
that she reminded him of the Duchess of Devonshire 
... you know... the famous one. And old Blazen- 
crampf declared aloud that Irina was /a reine du bal, 
and asked to be introduced to her; he introduced 
himself to me too, that is, he told me he remembered 
me as a hussar and asked what I was doing now. He 
is most amusing, that count, and such an adorateur 
du beau sexe! But not only me—they wouldn’t leave 
even my wife in peace: Natalya Nikitishna herself 
spoke to her... what more would you have? Irina, 
danced avec tous les meilleurs cavaliers, they were intro- 
duced to me one after another.... I lost count of 
them. Would you believe it, they simply followed us 
about in crowds; in the mazurka everybody wanted 
to choose her. One foreign diplomatist, learning 
that she lived in Moscow, said to the Tsar: “ Sire, 
décidément c’est Moscou qui est le centre de votre Empire,” 
and another diplomatist added, “ C’est une vraie révolu- 
tion, Sire’... révélation or révolution... something 
of tesori e a Yes, yese it was 92 4 1 must say, 
it was something extraordinary.’ 

` And what about Irina Pavlovna?’ asked Litvinov, 
whose hands and feet had turned cold while the prince 
was speaking. ‘Did she enjoy herself? Did she seem 
pleased? ’ 

; Of course she enjoyed herself. Pleased? I should 
think she was! Though you. know what she is, 
there’s no making her out. Everybody was saying to 
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me last night: “ How extraordinary! jamais on ne 
dirait que mademoiselle votre fille est a son premier bal.” 
Count Reisenbach, for instance ... but I expect you 
know him——’ 

“No, I don’t know him in the least and have never 
met him.’ 

‘ My wife’s cousin : 

‘I don’t know him, I tell you.’ 

‘A Kammerherr, very rich, lives in Petersburg—an 
influential man, manages everything in Livonia. Till 
now he hasn’t taken any notice of us . . . but, as you 
know, I don’t mind that. J'ai l’humeur facile, comme 
vous savez. Well, that’s the man. He sat down beside 
Irina, talked to her for a quarter of an hour, not more, 
and said afterwards to my wife: “ Ma cousine,” he said, 
“ votre fille est une perle; c’est une perfection; everybody 
congratulates me on such a niece.” And afterwards 
I saw he went up to...a very great personage and 
spoke to him, glancing at Irina all the time .. . and 
so did the other ; 

‘And so Irina Pavlovna will not show herself all 
day?’ Litvinov asked again. 

‘ No, she has a bad headache. She asked to give 
you her greetings and to thank you for your bouquet, 
qu'on a trouvé charmant. She needs a rest. ... My 
wife has gone to pay some calls... andItoo... . 

The prince coughed and shuffled his feet, as though 
at a loss for something mote to say. Litvinov 
picked up his hat, and saying that he did not wish to 
hinder him and would call later to ask after Irina’s 
health, went home. | 

A few steps from the Osinins’ house he saw an 
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Lrrvinov did not keep his promise to call later; he 
reflected that it would be better to put off his visit till 
the following day. When he came into the drawing- 
room that he knew only too well he found there the 
two younger sisters, Victorinka and Cleopatrinka. 
He said good morning to them and asked if Irina 
Pavlovna was better and if he could see her. 

‘ Irinochka has gone out with mamma,’ answeted 
Victorinka, who in spite of her lisp was quicker than 
her sister. 

‘How... gone out?’ Litvinov repeated, and some- 
thing began trembling deep within his breast. “Doesn’t 
she—doesn’t she give you lessons at this time? ’ 

‘Trinochka wont give us lessons any mote,’ . 
Victorinka answered. 

‘Not any mote,’ Cleopatrinka repeated. 

‘ And is your papa at home? ’ Litvinov asked. 

“Papa isn’t at home either,’ Victorinka went on. 
“And Irinochka is not well: she cried and cried all 
through the night.’ 

opbeieried? 7 

‘Yes, she did... Yegorovna told me, and her eyes 
are red as red and swollen... .’ 

Litvinov walked twice up and down the room, 
slightly shuddering as though with a cold, and re- 


turned to his lodging. He had the kind of sensation 
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one has when looking down from a very high tower: 
everything inside him seemed to faint, and a slow, 
sickening giddiness came over him. Dull perplexity 
and thoughts running helter-skelter, vague terror and 
numbness of expectation, strange, almost savage 
curiosity, the choking bitterness of unshed tears in 
his throat, a forced empty smile on his lips, and 
meaningless entreaty addressedtonoone.... Oh, how 
cruel and humiliatingly hideous it all was! “Irina does 
not want to see me,’ kept running through his mind, 
‘that’s clear; but why? What could have happened 
at that unfortunate ball? And how could she have 
changed allat once? Sosuddenly....’ (People con- 
stantly see that death comes suddenly, but cannot get 
used to its suddenness and think it senseless.) ‘Not 
to have sent me a message, not to have explained 
anythin ; 

‘ Grigory Mihailovitch,’ a strained voice said tight 
into his ear. 

Litvinov roused himself and saw his servant with a 
note in his hand. He recognized Irina’s handwriting. 
-.. Before he had unsealed the note he had a sense of 
impending disaster; and he raised his shoulders and 
loweted his head as though trying to avoid a blow. 

At last he plucked up his coutage and tore open the 


envelope. This is what was written on a small sheet 
of note-paper: 





"Forgive me, Grigory Mihailovitch. All is over 
between us: Iam moving to Petersburg. Iam horribly 
unhappy, but it’s all settled. Evidently, it’s my 
fate . . . but no, I don’t want to justify myself. My 
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forebodings have come true. Forgive me, forget 
me: I am not worthy of you. Irina. 
‘Be generous: don’t attempt to see me.’ 


Litvinov read those lines and slowly sank back on 
the sofa as though someone had pushed him in the 
breast. He dropped the note, picked it up, read it 
again, whispered ‘To Petersburg,’ and dropped it 
again—that was all. A kind of stillness came over 
him; he actually rearranged the cushion under his 
head. ‘Men wounded to death don’t toss about,’ he 
thought, ‘it wentas suddenly as it came.... It’s quite 
natural; I always expected it.” He was lying to 
himself: he had never expected anything of the sort. 
‘She wept?... Did she?... What about? She did 
not love me! But of course it’s all understandable 
and consistent with her character. She, she is not 
worthy of me!... Indeed!’ He smiled bitterly. 
‘She did not herself know what power she had, but 
having seen its effect at that ball she couldn’t of course 
be content with a humble student.... It’s all quite 
natural.’ 

But then he recalled her tender words, her smile, 
and her eyes, those unforgettable eyes that he would 
never see again—the eyes that seemed to melt and 
shine at meeting his; he recalled one rapid, timid, 
burning kiss—and he suddenly broke into sobs—con- 
vulsive, furious, bitter. He turned over and, choking 
with tears and struggling for breath, buried his burn- 
ing face in the cushion and bit it with savage relish, 
as though longing to tear to pieces both himself and 
evetything around him.... 
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Alas! the gentleman whom Litvinov had seen the 
day before in the brougham was no other than Princess 
Osinin’s cousin, Count Reisenbach, a Kammerherr anda 
man of wealth. He noticed the impression produced 
by Irina on great personages and instantly saw what 
advantages could be drawn from it ‘ wit etwas Accura- 
fesse.’ Being a man of energy and knowing how to find 
favout with people, the count immediately made his 
plan. He decided to act quickly, in Napoleonic fashion. 

‘Til take that original girl into my house in Peters- 
burg,’ he reflected. “I7ll make her my heiress, damn 
it all . . . well, perhaps not of all my property; I have 
no children and she is a niece of mine, and my wife 
feels lonely.... Anyway, it’s so much to the good to 
have a pretty face in one’s drawing-room. Yes, yes, 
that’s it: es ist eine Idee, es ist eine Idee!’ 

The thing was to dazzle and overwhelm the parents. 

‘They haven’t a penny,’ the count continued his 
reflections as he drove to Dogs’ Square in his brougham, 
‘so they’re not likely to make difficulties. They 
haven’t such fine feelings as all that. ... And perhaps 
PI offer them a sum of money, too. And she? she 
too will agree. Honey is sweet... she had a taste 
of it yesterday. It’s just a whim of mine, I admit; 
so they may as well take advantage of it—the fools. 
I'll tell them: that’s how it is; decide. Or else Ill 
take some other girl; an orphan would suit me even 
betters Yesior no: twenty-four hours for reflection, 
und damit Punctum? 

With these words on his lips the count appeared 
before Prince Osinin whom he had watned of his 
visit the night before, at the ball. There is no need 
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to say much about the consequences of that visit. 
The count was not mistaken in his calculations: the 
prince and princess certainly made no difficulties and 
accepted a sum of money; Irina, too, consented 
before the twenty-four hours were over. It was not 
easy for her to break with Litvinov; she loved him, 
and after sending him her note, she almost fell ill, 
wept continually, and grew thin and pale. ... Never- 
theless, a month later the princess took her to Peters- 
burg and settled her at the count’s, entrusting her to 
the car of his wife—a very kind woman with the 
brains of a chicken, and rather like a chicken in 
appearance. 

Litvinov left the university and joined his father in 
the country. His wound healed, little by little. At 
first he had no news of Irina at all, and indeed he 
avoided all conversation about Petersburg and Peters- 
burg society. Then gradually rumours began to 
spread about her—not bad, but strange rumours; 
she was much talked of. The name of the young 
Princess Osinin, surrounded by a special halo of 
brilliance, was mentioned more and more often even 
in provincial society. It was uttered with curiosity, 
respect, and envy, like the name of Countess Vorotyn- 
sky once uponatime. At last came the news of her 
marriage. But Litvinov paid scarcely any attention 
to that last piece of information: he was already 
engaged to Tatyana. — 

The reader will probably have understood by now 
what was in Litvinov’s mind when he cried out f Can 
it be she?’ And so we will return to Baden and take 
up again our interrupted story. 


X 


Litvinov was very late in going to sleep and he did not 
sleep long: the sun had just risen when he got up. 
The summits of the dark hills that could be seen from 
his window showed misty purple against the clear 
sky. ‘How fresh it must be there, under the trees,’ 
he thought—and he dressed hastily, glanced absent- 
mindedly at the bouquet that had opened even more 
luxuriantly during the night, took his stick, and set 
out for the famous ‘Rocks’ beyond the Old Castle. 
The morning enfolded him in its strong and gentle 
embrace. It was a joy to him to breathe, to move ; 
the health of youth played in every fibre of his body; 
the very ground he trod on seemed resilient under his 
light feet. With every step he took he felt more and 
more gay and light-hearted. He walked in the dewy 
shade along the coarse sand of the paths bordered with 
fir-trees; the tips of their branches showed the light 
green of the fresh growth. ‘ How jolly it is!’ he 
kept saying to himself. 

Suddenly familiar voices reached his ears: he looked 
before him and saw Voroshilov and Bambaev walking 
towards him. He positively shuddered; like a school- 
boy hiding from his master he rushed’to one side and 
hid behind a bush. ‘Good Lord, let my compatriots 
go past me!” he prayed. He felt teady to pay any 
price if only they did notseehim.... And they actually 
did not see him: the Good Lord let his compatriots 
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go past. Voroshilov in his complacent cadet voice 
was holding forth to Bambaev on the various “ phases ’ 
of Gothic architecture, and Bambaev merely grunted 
approvingly; it was obvious that Voroshilov had been 
treating him to those ‘phases’ for some time, and 
the good-natured enthusiast was beginning to get 
bored. Stretching his neck and biting his lip Litvinov 
listened for some minutes to their retreating footsteps ; 
the throaty or the nasal modulations of Voroshilov’s 
instructive speech could be heard for a long while, 
but at last all was still. With a sigh of relief Litvinov 
left his hiding-place and walked on. 

He wandered among the hills for a good three hours. 
Sometimes he left the path and jumped from stone to 
stone, slipping occasionally on the smooth moss; 
sometimes he sat down on a piece of rock under a 
beech or an oak-tree and thought pleasant thoughts 
to the unceasing murmur of rivulets overgrown with 
bracken, the restful rustle of leaves, the ringing song 
of a solitary blackbird. Light, pleasant drowsiness 
stole upon him as though embracing him from be- 
hind; and he dropped asleep... but suddenly he 
smiled and looked round: the gold and green of the 
forest and the forest ait beat down softly on his eyes, 
and he closed them again with a smile. At last he 
wanted his breakfast and set out for the Old Castle 
where one could get a glass of good milk and coffee 
for a few kreutzers. But he had no sooner settled at 
one of the white-painted tables on the terrace before 
the castle than he heard horses snorting, and there 
appeared three carriages bringing a large company of 
ladies and gentlemen. Litvinov knew at once that 
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they were Russian although they were all talking 
French... because they were talking French. 

The ladies’ dresses were elaborately smart; the 
gentlemen wore brand-new frock-coats, close-fitting 
and with a waist-line—which is not quite usual at the 
present day—erey speckled trousers, and very glossy 
town hats. A low black cravat tightly clasped the 
neck of each gentleman, and there was something 
military in all their bearing. They really were military 
men: Litvinov had come upon a picnic of young 
generals, persons of the highest social standing and 
considerable influence. Their importance showed 
itself in everything: in their testrained liveliness, 
charmingly dignified smiles, delibetately absent- 
minded expression, languid shrug of the shoulders, in 
the way they swayed their bodies and bent their knees: 
it was felt in the very sound of their voices that seemed 
to be amiably and fastidiously thanking a crowd of 
subordinates. All those warriors were excellently 
washed, shaved, and scented through and through with 
the true aroma of nobility and the Guatds—a mixture 
of the best cigar smoke and wonderful patchouli. 
All had truly gentlemanly hands, white, large, with 
nails as hard as ivory; all had glossy moustaches, 
sparkling teeth, and beautiful skin, rosy on their cheeks 
and bluish on their chins. Some ofthe young generals 
were playful, others thoughtful; but the stamp of the 
highest decorum marked every one of them. Each 
seemed to be deeply conscious of his own dignity and 
the importance of the part he was to play in the state; 
each had a manner that was both severe and free, with a 


slight tinge of that sprightliness, that diable 7 em porte 
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which is so natural while travelling abroad. After 
settling down noisily and luxuriously, the company 
called the waiters, who hastened to serve them. 

Litvinov hurried over his glass of milk, paid his 
bill and, putting on his hat, made his way past the 
generals picnic). : 

“Grigory Mihailovitch,’ said a woman’s voice. 
‘ You don’t recognize me?’ 

He stopped in spite of himself. That voice... that 
voice had too often made his heart beat in the old 
days. He turned round and saw Irina. 

She was sitting at a table, her arms crossed over the 
back of a chair that had been pushed back. Bending 
her head on one side and smiling, she was looking at 
him kindly, almost joyfully. 

Litvinov knew her at once, though she had changed 
since he last saw her ten years before and was no 
longer a girl but a woman. Her slender figure had 
developed and blossomed out, the outline of the once 
narrow shoulders reminded one now of the goddesses 
painted on the ceilings of old Italian palaces. But the 
eyes wete the same and it seemed to Litvinov that 
they looked at him just as they had done before, in 
that little house in Moscow. 

‘Irina Pavlovna...’ he said irresolutely. 

‘ You do recognize me? Iam so glad! How very 
> She stopped and drew herself up, blushing 
slightly. ‘ This is a very pleasant meeting,’ she went 
onin French. ‘ Let me introduce you to my husband. 
Valérien, Monsieur Litvinov, un ami d'enfance; Valerian 
Vladimirovitch Ratmiroy, my husband.’ 

One of the young generals, perhaps the most elegant 
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of all, got up from his chair and saluted Litvinov with 
the utmost politeness. The others frowned slightly, 
or, to be more exact, momentarily. withdrew into 
themselves as though protesting beforehand against 
any contact with an unknown civilian; the ladies 
thought fit to screw up their eyes and smile slightly 
and even to look perplexed. 

“Have you—have you been long in Baden?’ 
asked General Ratmirov, preening himselfina curiously 
un-Russian way and evidently not knowing what to 
say to his wife’s friend of childhood. 

‘ A few days,’ Litvinov answered. 

‘And do you intend to stay long?’ the general 
continued politely. 

‘I haven’t yet made up my mind.’ 

‘Ah! That is very pleasant .. . very.’ 

The general paused. Litvinov too was silent. 
Both held their hats in their hands and bending for- 
ward and smiling, gazed at each othet’s eyebrows. 

‘Deux gendarmes un beau dimanche,’ sang a bleat- 
eyed general with a look of permanent itritation on 
his yellowish face, as though he could not forgive 
himself his own appearance; he sang out of tune, of 
course—we have never yet come across a Russian 
nobleman who didn’t. He was the only one among 
his companions who was not like a rose. 

‘Why don’t you sit down, Grigory Mihailovitch,’ 
Irina remarked at last. 

Litvinov obeyed and sat down. 

‘I say, Valérien, give me some fire,’ said in English 
another general, also young but already stout, with 
eyes that seemed to be staring into space, and thick 
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silky whiskers into which he slowly plunged his snow- 
white fingers. Ratmirov handed hima silver match-box. 

‘ Avez-vous des papiros?’ asked one of the ladies 
slurring her 7 in Parisian fashion. 

‘ De vrais papelitos, Comtesse.’ 

‘Deux gendarmes un beau dimanche, the blear-eyed 
general began again, with exasperation. 

“You must certainly come and see us,’ Irina was 
saying to Litvinov meanwhile. ‘We are staying at 
the Hôtel de ?Europe. I am always at home between 
four and six. It is so long since we met.’ 

Litvinov glanced at Irina; she did not lower her eyes. 

“Yes, very long, Irina Pavlovna. Since Moscow.’ 

‘ Since Moscow,’ she repeated. “Comeand see me, 
we’ll talk and recall the old days. And do you know, 
Grigory Mihailovitch, you haven’t changed much.’ 

‘Indeed? But you have changed, Irina Pavlovna.’ 

‘T’ve grown older.’ 

‘No. That wasn’t what I meant 

‘ Irène?’ a lady with a yellow hat on her yellow hair 
called questioningly, after some whispering and 
tittering with the gentleman next to her. “ Irène?’ 

‘T’ve grown older,’ Irina went on, not answering the 
lady, ‘but I havent changed. No, no, I haven't 
changed in anything.’ 

‘ Deux gendarmes un beau dimanche!’ was heard again. 
The irritable general remembered only the first line of 
the popular song. 

‘The sore spot is still there, your excellency, the 
stout general with whiskers said loudly with a comical 
intonation, probably hinting at some amusing incident, 
familiar to all the beau-monde, and with a short wooden 





80 SMOKE 


laugh stared into space again. The rest of the 
company laughed too. 

‘What a sad dog you ate, Boris,’ Ratmirov remarked 
in English in an undertone. He pronounced even 
the name ‘ Boris ’ as if it were English. 

‘ Irène?’ the lady in the yellow hat said for the third 
time. Irina turned sharply round to het. 

‘ Eh bien, quoi? que me voulez-vous ?’ 

‘ Je vous le dirai plus tard, the lady answered coyly. 
She was extremely unattractive, but full of airs and 
graces; some wit said of her that she ‘ winaudait dans de 
vide ’—coquetted in the void. 

Irina frowned and impatiently shrugged her 
shoulder. 

‘Mais que fait done Monsieur Verdier? Pourquoi ne 
vient-il pas?’ a lady exclaimed, drawling out her words 
in the way that is peculiar to the Russian pronunciation 
and so unendurable to French ears. 

< Ah woot, ah woot, M’sieur Verdier, M’sieur Verdier,’ 
moaned another, who might have come straight from 
Arzamas. 

‘ Tranquillisez-vous, mesdames, Ratmirov intervened. 
` Monsieur Verdier m’a promis de venir se mettre à vos 
pieds? 

‘ He-he-he!’ The ladies played with their fans. 
The waiter brought several glasses of beer. 

` Bayerisch-Bier?’ asked the general with the whis- 
kers, Speaking in a bass voice and pretending to be 
sutprised— Guten Morgen ! 

‘Do you know if Count Pavel is still there?” one 
young general asked another coldly and listlessly. 


1A small town in Centra] Russia. (Translator’s note.) 
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“Yes, he is, the other answered in the same tone. 
* Mais c’est provisoire. They say Serge is to take his 
place.’ 

‘Hm!’ the first said through his teeth. 

‘ Ye-es,’ said the second, also through his teeth. 

‘I can’t understand,’ remarked the general who had 
been attempting to sing, ‘I can’t understand what 
possessed Paul to justify himself and give explanations. 
Well, he was hard on the tradesman, i wi a fait 
rendre gorge, but what of it? He might have had his 
own reasons.’ 

* He was afraid of . . . being shown up in the press,’ 
somebody muttered. 

The irritable general flared up. 

‘` Well, that’s the limit! the press! being shown up! 
If I had my say, all that I’d allow to be printed in the 
newspapers would be prices of meat and corn and 
advertisements of fur coats and boots for sale.’ 

‘` And of the sales of the nobles’ estates by auction,” 
Ratmirov added. 

‘Yes, perhaps, as things arenow.... But what a 
subject for conversation at Baden, au Vieux Chateau\’ 

‘Mais pas du tout! pas du tout!’ lisped the lady in 
the yellow hat. ‘J'adore les questions politiques.’ 

` Madame a raison,’ remarked another general with 
an extremely pleasant and as it were girlish face. 
“Why should we avoid those questions... even at 
Baden?’ With these words he glanced politely at 
Litvinov with an indulgent smile. ‘ A decent man 
must not renounce his convictions anywhere or 
under any circumstances. Isn’t that so?’ 

‘Of course,’ answered the irritable general, also 
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glancing at Litvinov and as it were indirectly blowing — 
him up, ‘ but I see no need i 

‘No, no,’ the’ indulgent general interrupted him, — 
with the same mildness. ‘Your friend Valerian 
Vladimirovitch has just mentioned the sales of the 
nobles’ estates. Well? Isn’t that a fact?’ 

` And there’s no sale for them now—nobody wants 
them ! ’ the irascible general exclaimed. 

‘That may be...that may be. But that’s all the 
more teason why we should state that fact—that 
sad fact—at every opportunity. We are ruined—very 
well; we are humiliated—there’s no denying it; but 
still we big landowners represent a certain principle 
-..4n principe. To defend that principle is our 
duty. Pardon, madame, I believe you dropped your 
handkerchief. When even the most exalted minds 
ate, so to speak, clouded, we must humbly point ’— 
the general pointed with his finger— as citizens, to 
the abyss towards which everything is rushing. We 
must warn, we must say with respectful firmness: “Go 
back, go back.”... ‘That’s what we must say. 

‘But we can’t go back altogether, you know,’ 
Ratmirov remarked thoughtfully. 

The indulgent general merely smiled. 

: Right back, right back, mon très cher. The further 
back the better,’ 


The general again politely glanced at Litvinoy. The 
latter could not resist asking: 


‘Would you have us go back to the rule of the 


Seven Boyars,' your excellency?’ f 
5 ; Fim : 

Why not! Iam Putting my opinion quite bluntly: 

1 In 1610, during the ‘ Time of Trouble.’ 
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all that has been done must be—yes, must be undone.’ 

‘Including the nineteenth of February? ”* 

< Yes—as far as possible. Ov est patriote ou on ne 
lest pas. What about the emancipation? I shall be 
asked. Do you imagine the peasants enjoy their free- 
dom? Ask them 7 

‘ Just you try to take away that freedom! ° Litvinov 
rejoined. 

“Comment nommex-vous ce monsieur?’ the general 
whispered to Ratmirov. 

‘But what ate you talking about? ’ the stout general 
intervened; he evidently played the part of a spoiled 
child among his friends. ‘ About the press? About 
these scribblers? I’ll tell you of an encounter I had 
with a scribbler—it was delightful! I was told that 
a cettain folliculaire had written a scurrilous article 
about me. Well, of course, I had him snapped up at 
once. They brought the man to me. “How is it, 
my dear folliculaire, that you go in for libel?” I asked 
him. “Has your patriotism got the better of you?” 
“Tt has,” says he. “ And do you like money, follicu- 
laire?” says I. “Ido,” sayshe. Then, my dear sits, 
I gave him the knob of my cane to sniff. “ And do 
you like this, my angel?” “No,” says he, “1 don’t 
like it.” ‘Have a good sniff at it,” says I, “my hands 
are clean.” “I don’t like it,” was all he would say. 
“ And I like it very much, my dear, though not for 
myself. Do you understand this allegory, my trea- 
sure?” “Ido,” sayshe. “ Well, mind you bea good 
boy for the future. And now here’s a fine silver rouble 





1 The emancipation of the serfs, 19th February 1861. 
(Translators note.) 
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for you. Go, and bless me night and day.” Andi 
the scribbler went off.’ | 
The general laughed, and again all laughed with him 
—all except Irina, who did not even smile, but looked 
rather gloomily at the speaker. 
The indulgent general patted Boris on the shoulder. 
‘ You’ve invented it all on the spot, my dear friend. 
As though you would threaten anybody with a 
cane.... Why, you haven’t got one. C’est pour faire 
rire ces dames—just for effect. But that’s not the | 
point. I said just now that we must go tight back. T 
want to make myself clear. I am not an enemy of 
so-called progtess; but all those universities and 
seminaries and elementary schools, those students, 
sons of the clergy, men of no class, all that rabble, 
tout ce fond du sac, la petite propriété, pire que le prolétariat 
(the general uttered these words in a languid, almost 
fainting voice) “voilé ce qui meffraie .. . that’s where 
one Must stop...and draw the line.? (He again 
looked kindly at Litvinoy.) ‘Yes, we must draw 
the line. Bear in mind, no one in Russia asks for 
anything, makes any demands. Self-government, 
for instance, does any one ask for it? Do you ask 
we e OL your Or your Or you, mesdames? 
You rule not only over yourselves, but over all of 
us as it is? (The general’s handsome face was en- 
livened by an amused smile.) ‘My dear friends, 
then why go cap in hand? Democracy is glad to 
welcome you, it flatters you, it is ready to serve your 
ends, but it’s a double-edged weapon. Much better 
have things done in the old, well-tried Way e its 
much safer. Don’t allow the mob to get presump- 
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tuous—but trust to the aristocracy which alone is 
strong.... That really would be better. And as to 
progress...I really have nothing against it. Only 
don’t give us all those lawyers and juries and elected 
rural officials—and above all, don’t interfere with 
discipline—as for the rest, you may build bridges and 
wharfs and hospitals, and there’s no harm in lighting 
the streets with gas.’ 

‘ They ’ve set fire to Petersburg from every quarter, 
there’s progress for you!’ the irascible general hissed. 

‘Why, you are bitter, I see, the stout general 
observed, swaying lazily in his chair. ‘“ You ought to 
be made a chief prosecutor; but in my opinion, 
avec “ Orphée aux enfers” le progrès a dit son dernier mot.’ 

‘ Vous dites toujours des bêtises, the lady from Arzamas 
tittered. 

The general drew himself up. 

‘Je ne suis jamais plus sérieux, madame, que quand je 
dis des bêtises’? 

‘Monsieur Verdier has used this very phrase several 
times already,’ Irina remarked in an undertone. 

‘De la poigne et des formes!’ the stout general 
exclaimed, ‘de Ja poigne surtout. And that can be 
translated into Russian: “Be polite, but use your 
FASES! a 

‘ Ah, you naughty boy, you are incorrigible!’ the 
indulgent general chimed in. ‘Mesdames, don’t 
listen to him, please. He wouldn’t hurt a fly. He is 
content with devouring hearts.’ 

‘No, Boris, that won’t do,’ Ratmiroy began, 
after exchanging a look with his wife, ‘joking is all 
very well, but that’s going too far. Progress is an 
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expression of the national life, that’s what you mustn't 
forget. It’s asymptom. One has to watch it.’ 

‘Yes, of course, the stout general replied, wrink- 
ling his nose, ‘we all know your ambition is to be a 
statesman | ” 

‘Notatall.... Statesman,indeed! But one can’t 
shut one’s eyes to truth.’ 

‘Boris’ again thrust his fingers into his whiskers 
and stated into vacancy. 

‘ National life is a very important matter, for in the 
development of a people, in the destinies, so to speak, 
of the fatherland—— 

‘ Valérien? Boris interrupted impressively, “7 y a 
des dames ici. \ didn’t expect this of you. Are you 
trying to get on to a committee? ’ 

‘Thank heaven, they ate all closed by now,’ the 
irascible general broke in, and again began singing 

‘ Deux gendarmes un beau dimanche...’ 

Ratmiroy raised a cambric handkerchief to his nose 
and gracefully subsided into silence; the indulgent gen- 
eral repeated “Naughty boy! Naughty boy!’ And 
Boris turned to the lady who coquetted in the void 
and, without lowering his voice or even changing his 
expression, began asking when she would ‘ reward his 
devotion,’ for he was desperately in love with her 
and suffered beyond endurance. 

During that conversation Litvinov felt more and 
more uncomfortable every moment. His pride—his 
honest plebeian pride—was “roused. What had he, 
the son of a petty official, in common with those 
Petersburg military aristocrats? He loved all that they 
hated, he hated all that they loved—he saw it only too 


SMOKE 87 


clearly, he felt it with all his being. He thought their 
jokes flat, their tone unendurable, their movements 
affected; the very softness of their speech suggested 
to him revolting contemptuousness—and yet he 
seemed to feel timid in their presence, in the presence 
of those men who were his enemies.... ‘Ugh, how 
disgusting! They are ill at ease in my presence, I 
seem ridiculous to them,’ he kept thinking, “then why 
do I stay? I must go—must go this minute.’ Irina’s 
presence was not likely to detain him: she too roused 
in him sensations that were none too happy. He got 
up from his chair and began saying good-bye. 

‘ Going already? ’ Irina said, but on second thoughts 
she did not detain him; she merely made him promise 
that he would come to see her. General Ratmirov 
bowed to him with the same refined courtesy, shook 
hands, and walked with him to the end of the terrace. 
But no sooner had Litvinov turned round the corner 
than a general outburst of laughter reached his ears. 
They were laughing not at him, but at the long- 
expected Monsieur Verdier, who suddenly appeared 
on the terrace in a Tyrolese hat and a blue smock, ' 
tiding a donkey; but Litvinov’s cheeks grew hot and 
he felt bitter; it was as though his tightly compressed 
lips had been drawn together by wormwood. 

‘Contemptible, vulgar people!’ he muttered, for- 
getting that the few minutes he had spent in those 
people’s company had given him no reason for 
judging them so harshly. And this was the world 
which Irina, once his own Irina, had entered! She 
moved in it, she lived in it, she was the queen of it; 
she had sacrificed to it her own dignity, the best 
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feelings of her heart. ... It evidently was as it should 
be; she evidently deserved no better fate! How glad 
he was that she had not thought of questioning him 
about his plans! He would have had to speak before 
‘them,’ in ‘their’ presence. ‘Never! not on any 
account ! ° Litvinov whispered, taking in deep breaths 
of the fresh air and almost running down the road to 
Baden. He was thinking of his betrothed, of his dear, 
good, holy Tatyana—and how pure, noble, and truthful 
she appeared to him! With what genuine tenderness 
he recalled her features, her words, her habits... 
how impatiently he looked forward to her return! 

The quick walk calmed his nerves. Returning 
home he sat down at the table, took up a book and 
suddenly dropped it with a start.... What had hap- 
pened to him? Nothing had happened, but Irina . . . 
Irina... all of a sudden his meeting her seemed to 
him marvellous, strange, incredible. Was it possible? 
He had met, he had spoken to that same Irina . . . and 
why was she free from that hateful stamp of worldli- 
ness which marked all the others so sharply? Why 
did he fancy that she seemed bored, ot sad, or dissatisfied 
with her surroundings? She was in their camp, but 
She was not an enemy. And what could have made 
her turn to him in such a friendly way and ask him to 
come and see her? 

Litvinov roused himself. “ Oh, Tanya, Tanya!’ he 
exclaimed fervently, < you alone are my angel, my 
good genius—you only do I love and will love all my 


life! I-won’t go to her. Let her be! Let her amuse 
herself with her generals ! ” 


Litvinov took up his book once more. 


XI 


Lirvinov took up his book, but he did not feel like 
reading. He went for a little walk, listened to the 
music, had a look at the gambling, came back to his 
room and again tried to read—but it was no use. The 
time dragged by with curious dreariness. Pishchalkin, 
the well-meaning arbitrator of the peace, called and 
stayed for a good three hours. He talked, reasoned, 
asked questions, argued about exalted and about. 
ptactical subjects, and at last poor Litvinov nearly 
howled with boredom. In the art of reducing people 
to a cold, miserable, desperate, and hopeless state of 
dullness Pishchalkin had no rivals—not even among 
men of the highest morals who ate past masters at it. 
The very sight of his head with its smooth, closely 
cropped hair, of his dull, colourless eyes and his re- 
spectable nose made one feel melancholy, and his slow, 
sleepy-sounding baritone seemed to have been created 
for the purpose of enunciating clearly and with con- 
Viction such truths as that twice two is four and not 
five or three; that water is wet and virtue commend- 
able, that private persons as well as the State, and the 
State as as well as private persons, need credit for 
financial operations. And in spite of all that he was an 
excellent man! But such is the fate with us in 
Russia: our excellent men are boring. 

Pishchalkin withdrew. Then came Bindasov who 
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immediately and with great insolence requested 
Litvinov to lend him a hundred guldens—and Litvinoy 
complied, although he was not interested in Bindasoy 
and indeed despised him, and knew for a fact that he 
would never see his money again; besides, he needed 
it himself. Why then did he lend it? the reader will 
ask. The devil only knows! Russians are great at 
that sort of thing. Let the reader recall, with his 
hand on his heart, the number of times he too has 
done things for no reason whatever. And Bindasov 
did not even thank Litvinov: he asked for a glass of 
Alffenthaler (the Baden red wine), and without wiping 
his lips walked out of the room, impudently stamping 
with his boots. Litvinov was bitterly annoyed with 
himself as he looked at the thick red nape of the 
retreating bully. 

By the afternoon post he received a letter from 
Tatyana saying that her aunt was unwell and they 
would not be able to come to Baden for another five 
or six days. Litvinov was vexed by the news; it 
increased his annoyance and he went to bed early in 
a bad mood. 

The day that followed was almost worse than the 
preceding one. In the morning Litvinoy’s room was 
crowded by his compatriots: Bambaev, Voroshilov, 
Pishchalkin, the two officers, and the two Heidelberg 
students all came together and stayed till dinner-time, 
though they had soon exhausted their subjects of 
conversation and were obviously bored. They did 
not know what to do with themselves and having 
come to Litvinov’s lodgings, ‘ stuck? there. At frst 
they spoke of Gubatyov’s return to Heidelberg and 
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said that they ought to go and see him there; then 
they philosophized a little, discussed politics and 
touched on the Polish question; then they talked of 
gambling and cocottes and told scandalous anecdotes; 
at last they began telling stories about gluttons and 
men of exceptional strength. They trotted out the 
well-worn stories about the deacon who for a bet 
ate thirty-three salt herrings, the colonel of the Uhlans, 
Izyedinov, famous for his stoutness, the soldier who 
could break a beef bone against his own forehead, 
and other tales that were obvious inventions. Pish- 
chalkin himself related with a yawn that he knew a 
peasant woman in the Ukraine who weighed at her 
death over half a ton, and a landowner who could 
eat at luncheon three geese anda sturgeon. Bambaev 
suddenly grew enthusiastic and declared that he him- 
self could eat a whole sheep at one go, ‘ with condi- 
ments, of course.’ Voroshilov blurted out something 
so absurd about a schoolfellow, an athletic cadet, that 
all were reduced to silence and after a pause looked 
at each other, picked up their hats, and went home. 

Left alone, Litvinov tried to work, but his head 
seemed to have been filled with fumes, and he could 
not do anything that was worth while—and so the 
evening too was wasted. The following morning 
just as he was going out to have lunch someone 
knocked at his door. ‘Good heavens, one of my 
yesterday’s visitors again!’ Litvinov thought and 
said ‘ Herein!’ with some trepidation. 

The door opened quietly and Potugin walked in. 
Litvinov was greatly pleased to see him. 

* Now this is really kind of you!’ he said, warmly 
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pressing his unexpected visitor’s hand. ‘ How very 
nice! I would certainly have called on you myself 
but you wouldn’t tell me where you live. Please 
take a seat and put down your hat. Do sit down!’ 

Potugin stood in the middle of the room, shifting 
from one foot to the other, and, without answering 
Litvinov’s friendly words, merely smiled and shook 
his head. He was obviously touched by Litvinov’s 
watm welcome, but he looked slightly embarrassed. 

‘I am afraid there’s a little misunderstanding . . . 
he began with some hesitation. ‘Of course, I am 
always very pleased . . . but to be exact . . . I’ve been 
sent to you.’ 

‘You mean to say,’ Litvinov said in a plaintive 
voice, “that you wouldn’t have come of your own 
accord? ’ 

TON no, fot at alll Buci m. perhaps I wouldn’t 
have ventured to trouble you to-day if I hadn’t been 
askedtocallonyou. Inshort, havea message‘for you.’ 

‘From whom, may I ask?’ 

‘From somebody you know—Irina Pavlovna Rat- 
mitov. The day before yesterday you promised to 
call on her and you haven’t been.’ 

Litvinoy stared at Potugin with surprise. 

‘You know Madame Ratmiroy?’ 

‘ As you see.’ 

‘Do you know her well?’ 

‘lam a friend of hers in a sense.’ 

Litvinov was silent. 

< Allow me to ask,’ he began at last, ‘ do you know 
why Irina Pavlovna wants to see me?” 

Potugin walked up to the window. 
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‘I do,ina way. So far as I can tell she is very glad 
to have met you and wants to renew your former 
relations.’ 

‘Renew...’ Litvinov repeated. ‘Excuse my in- 
quisitiveness, but may I ask you another question? 
Do you know what our relations were? ’ 

‘No—not really. But I believe,’ Potugin added, 
turning suddenly towards Litvinov and looking at 
him with friendly eyes, ‘ I believe they must have been 
good. Irina Pavlovna spoke very highly of you and 
I had to promise her I would bring you. Will you 
come? ’ 

‘ When? ’ 

‘ Now—at once.’ 

Litvinov threw up his hands in surptise. 

‘Irina Pavlovna, Potugin went on, ‘thinks that 
the—how shall I put it?—the surroundings in which 
you met her the day before yesterday could not 
have impressed you very favourably ; but she wants me 
to tell you that the devil is not so black as he is painted.’ 


‘Hm. ... Does the saying specially apply to those 
. . . Surroundings? ’ 

“Yes ... and in general.’ 

‘Hm. ... Well, and what do you yourself, Sozont 


Ivanitch, think about the devil? ’ 

‘I think, Grigory Mihailitch, that at any rate he is 
not what he is painted.’ 

“Is he better? 

‘It’s hard to say whether he is better or worse, but 
he is different. Well, shall we gor’ 

‘But do sit down for a bit to begin with. To tell 
you the truth it still seems rather strange to me 
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“What, may I ask?’ 

‘How could you, of all people, have come to be a 
friend of Irina Pavlowna’s? ’ 

Potugin glanced at himself. 

‘Considering my appearance and my social position 
it certainly does seem improbable; but you know, 
Shakespeare himself has said, “There are more things 
in heaven and earth, Horatio,” and soon. Life is no 
joke. Here’s a comparison for you: there s a tree 
before you, and there is no wind; how is a leaf on a 
lower branch to touch a leaf on the top one? It 
can’t be done. But a storm blows up, everything is 
thrown into confusion—and the two leaves touch.’ 

‘Aha! So there have been storms?’ 

‘Of course! There’s no escaping them. But no 
more arguing, it’s time we were going.’ 

Litvinov still hesitated. 

‘Good heavens!’ Potugin said with a comical 
grimace. “What’s come over young men nowadays! 
A most charming lady invites them, sends special 
messengers for them, and they make difficulties! 
Shame on you, my dear sir, shame on you! Here’s 
your hat. Take it, and vorwärts! as our friends, the 
atdent Germans, say.’ 

Litvinov still hesitated, but he ended by taking his 
hat and leaving the room together with Potugin. 


XII 


THEY arrived at one of the best hotels in Baden and 
asked for Madame Ratmirov. The hall porter in- 
quired what their names were and said at once, ‘ Die 
Frau Furstin ist zu Hause.’ He took them upstairs, 
knocked at the door, and announced them. ‘ Die 
Frau Furstin’ received them immediately; she was 
alone: her husband had gone to Carlsruhe to meet an 
influential official personage who was travelling 
through that town. 

When Potugin and Litvinov entered the room, Irina 
was sitting at a small table doing embroidery. She 
quickly flung her work aside, pushed away the table, 
and stood up; a look of genuine pleasure came into her 
face. She was wearing a morning dress with a high 
collar; the beautiful lines of her arms and shoulders 
showed through the light material; her hair, carelessly 
twisted into a knot, came low over her delicate neck. 

Irina gave a quick glance to Potugin, murmured 
“ Merci,’ and holding out her hand to Litvinov, re- 
proached him amiably for his forgetfulness. ‘ And 
an old friend, too!’ she added. 

Litvinov tried to apologize. ‘C'est bien, c'est 
bien,’ she said hurriedly, and in a friendly way taking 
his hat from him, as it were by force, made him sit 
down. Potugin sat down also, but got up again at 
once, and saying that he had urgent business and 
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would call again after dinner, took his leave. Irina 
gave him another quick look and a friendly nod, but 
did not detain him. As soon as he disappeared 
behind the curtained door, she turned to Litvinov with 
- impatient eagerness. 

“Grigory Mihailitch,’ she said in Russian in her 
soft ringing voice, ‘we are alone at last and I can 
tell you that I am very glad we have met, for it gives 
me a chance’ (Irina looked him straight in the face) 
‘to ask your forgiveness.’ 

Litvinov gave an involuntary start. He had not 
expected such a sudden attack. He had not expected 
that she would be the first to speak of the old times. 

‘ Forgiveness—for what?’ he muttered. 

Irina flushed. 

‘For what? you know for what,’ she brought out, 
turning slightly away. ‘I wronged you, Grigory 
Mihailitch . . . though of course it was my fate’ 
(Litvinov recalled her letter) ‘and I do not repent... 
it would be too late to do that, in any case. But 
when I met you so suddenly I said to myself that we 
must at all costs be friends—and it would hurt me 
very much if that couldn’t be—and it seems to me 
that the first thing to do is to have it out with you, at 
once and once for all, so that afterwards there should 
not be any... gêne, any awkwardness, once for all, 
Grigory Mihailitch, and you must tell me that you 
forgive me, or else Ill suspect that you harbour. . . 
de la rancune. Voila! Vt may bea great presumption 
on my part, for probably you have forgotten every- 


thing ages ago, but in any case, tell me that you ve 
forgiven me.’ 
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Irina said all this without stopping to take breath 
and Litvinov noticed that tears—yes, tears—glistened 
in her eyes. 

‘Why, Irina Pavlovna,’ he began hastily, ‘ for 
shame! the idea of your apologizing and asking my 
forgiveness! What happened is past and gone, and 
I can only wonder that amidst the brilliance that 
surrounds you, you still remember the humble 
companion of your early youth.’ 

“Jt surprises you? ’ Irina said softly. 

“It touches me,’ Litvinov went on, ‘for I could 
never have believed ——’ 

` But all the same you haven’t told me that you for- 
give me,’ Irina interrupted him. 

‘I am sincerely glad of your happiness, Irina 
Pavlovna, and wish you with all my heart all that is 
best on earth. ...’ 

‘And you don’t remember evil?’ 

‘I remember only the beautiful moments for which 
I was once indebted to you.’ 

Irina held out both her hands to him. Litvinov 
clasped them warmly and did not let them go at once. 
Something long forgotten secretly stirred in his heart 
at that soft touch. Irina was again looking him 
Straight in the face, but this time she was smiling, 
And for the first time he too looked straight and 
attentively at her.... He recognized once more the 
features so dear to him in the past, the fathomless 
eyes with their wonderful eyelashes, the mole on her 
cheek, the special way her hair lay over her forehead, 
the habit of slightly twitching her eyebrows and 
twisting her lips in a particularly delightful and 
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amusing way—he recognized it all.... But how 
beautiful she had grown! What feminine charm, 
what vigour there was in her young body! and no 
rouge, no paint, no powder, nothing false on the 
fresh, clear face.... Yes, she was indeed a beauty. 

Litvinov’s mind wandetred.... He was still looking 
at her, but his thoughts were far away. Irina noticed 
this. 

‘Well, that’s splendid,’ she said aloud, ‘now my 
conscience is at rest and I can satisfy my curiosity.’ 

‘Curiosity? ’ Litvinov repeated as though not quite 
understanding her. 

“Yes, yes—I am determined to know what you 
have been doing all this time, what your plans are; 
I want to know everything, everything—how, what, 
when.... And you must tell me the truth, for I warn 
you, I have not lost sight of you—so far as it was 
possible a 

Havent lost sight of me, you—there—in 
Petersburg? ’ 

*“Amidst the brilliance that surrounded me,” as 
you put it just now. No, I didn’t lose sight of you. 
We’ll talk about that brilliance another time, and now 
you must tell me your story. Make it long, don’t 
hurry over it, no one will disturb us. Ah, how lovely 
that will be!” Irina added, settling down in her 
arm-chair and gaily preening herself. ‘Well, start 
away |? 

‘ Before beginning, I must thank you,’ Litvinov said. 

“What for?’ 

‘ For the flowers I found in my room.’ 

‘What flowers? I know nothing about it,’ 


SMOKE 99 


“Fow is that?” ` 

‘J tell you I know nothing. ... But I am waiting— 
waiting for yout story. What a dear that Potugin is, 
to have brought you ! ’ 

Litvinov pricked up his eats. 

‘Have you known this Mr. Potugin long? ’ 

‘Yes ... but do begin your story.’ 

‘And do you know him well?’ 

‘Oh, yes!’ Irina sighed. ‘There were special 
reasons.... You’veheard, of course, about Elise Belsky 
...the one who died such an awful death? Oh, 
I’ve forgotten that you don’t know the scandals of 
our set—what a blessing you don’t! Oh, quelle 
chance! to have at last, at last met someone who is 
real and knows nothing about us! And one can 
talk Russian to him, even if it be bad Russian, and 
not that everlasting, horrid, colourless Petersburg 
rene: 

‘And, you say, Potugin was connected with——’ 

‘Tt hurts me to speak of it,’ Irina interrupted him. 
‘ Elise was my best friend at school, and afterwards, 
in Petersburg, we saw each other continually. She 
confided all her secrets to me: she was very unhappy 
and suffered a great deal. Potugin behaved beauti- 
fully, with real chivalry, in all that affair. He sactificed 
himself. It was only then that I recognized his 
true worth. But we’ve wandered off the point. 
lam waiting for you to tell me about yourself, Grigory 
Mihailitch.’ 

‘But my story can’t be of the slightest interest to 
you, Irina Pavlovna.’ 

‘ That’s no business of yours, you know.’ 
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‘ Just think, we havent seen each other for ten 
years, ten whole years. Much water has flowed by 
since then.’ 

‘Not water only! Not water only!’ she repeated 
with a peculiar, bitter expression. ‘That’s why I 
want to hear about you.’ 

‘ And besides, I really don’t know where to begin.’ 

At the beginning. From the time that you... 
that I moved to Petersburg. You left Moscow then. 
Do you know, I have never been back to Moscow 
since.’ 

‘ Really?’ 

‘ At first it was impossible, and afterwards when I 
was married 

: Have you been married long?’ 

PIEROK yeats.’ 

: Have you any children? ’? 

" No,’ she answered dryly. 

Litvinov paused. 

‘And before your marriage, did you live all the 
time at that—what’s his name—Count Reisenbach’s? ’ 

Irina looked at him attentively as though to make 
sute why he was asking the question. 

‘ No,’ she said at last. 

‘ So then your parents 
asked after them. Are they 

: They ate both well.’ 

‘ And living in Moscow as before?’ 

‘ Yes, in Moscow as before.’ 

‘And your brothers and sisters? ° 

` They are all right, I’ve provided for all of them.’ 

Ab!” Litvinov glanced at Irina from under his 
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eyebrows. ‘It’s really you, Irina Pavlovna, and not 
I, who should do the telling, if only ; 

He suddenly pulled himself up. 

Irina raised her hands to her face and twisted her 
wedding-ring on her finger. 

‘Well, I don’t say no,’ she said at last, “some 
time... perhaps.... But you must speak first... 
because, you see, though I did keep watch on you, I 
know next to nothing about you, while you... you 
must have heard quite enough about me. Isn’t that 
so? You have heard about me, haven’t you? ’ 

‘You occupied too prominent a place in society 
not to be talked about . . . especially in the provinces, 
where I was, and where they believe every rumour.’ 

‘And did you believe those rumours? And what 
sort of rumours were they?’ 

‘ To tell you the truth, Irina Pavlovna, they reached 
me very seldom. [I led a very secluded life.’ 

‘How was that? Why, you were in the militia in 
the Crimea? ’ 

< You know that too? ’ | 

‘As you see. I tell you, you’ve been watched.’ 

Litvinov was astonished again. 

‘ But then why must I tell you what you know 
already?’ he said in an undertone. 

‘Why? Just to do what I ask you. You see, I 
am asking it of you, Grigory Mihailovitch.’ 

Litvinoy inclined his head and began, somewhat 
confusedly, to tell Irina the main facts of his uneventful 
past. He often paused and looked at her question- 
ingly as though to ask whether she had had enough. 
But she insisted on his going on; pushing her hair 
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behind her ears and leaning on the arm of the chait 
she seemed to take in every word of his with strained 
attention. And yet an onlooker watching her ex- 
pression might have imagined that she did not listen — 
to Litvinov at all, but was simply lost in contempla- 
tion.... And it was not Litvinov she was contem- 
plating, though he blushed with confusion under her 
persistent gaze. Another life was arising before her 
—not his, but her own life. 

Litvinov did not finish his story but broke off 
from a growing unpleasant sense of awkwardness. 
This time Irina said nothing to him and did not ask him 
to go on. She pressed the palm of her hand to her 
eyes as though she were tired, and slowly leaning 
back in her arm-chair remained motionless. Litvinov 
waited a little and, reflecting that his visit had lasted 
more than two hours, was about to pick up his hat 
when suddenly the rapid creak of fine patent boots was 
heard in the next room, and Valerian Vladimirovitch 
Ratmirov, preceded by that same aristocratic perfume, 
walked into the room. 

Litvinov got up from his chair and exchanged bows 
with the good-looking general. Irina slowly took 
away her hand from her face and looking coldly at her 
husband said in French: < Oh, you ate back already ! 
But what time can it be?’ 

‘It is close on four o'clock, chère amie, and you ate 
not dressed yet—the princess will be expecting us,’ 
answered the general, and elegantly bending his slim 
waist in Litvinov’s direction added with the languid 
playfulness peculiar to him: < Evidently your amiable 
guest made you forget the time.’ 
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The reader will allow us at this point to tell him a 
few things about General Ratmirov. His father was 
the natural son of a grandee of Alexander Ps reign and 
a ptetty French actress. The grandee secured his 
son’s social position but left him no money—and that 
son (the father of our general) had not succeeded in 
amassing a fortune; when he died he had the rank of a 
colonel in the police. A yeat before his death he had 
matried a handsome young widow who had had to 
seek his protection. Their son, Valerian Vladimiro- 
vitch, was admitted, through influence, to the Corps des 
Pages and soon attracted his superiors’ attention—not 
so much by his success in studies as by his military 
beating, excellent manners, and good behaviour 
(though he did not escape punishments inevitably 
inflicted in the old days on all the pupils of military 
schools). He got a commission in the Guards and 
made a brilliant career thanks to his modest cheerful- 
ness, skill in dancing, splendid riding as an orderly 
on parades (using other people’s horses for the most 
part), and chiefly to a special art of treating his 
superiors with respectful familiarity and a kind of 
subdued and gentle fawning tinged with the lightest 
possible shade of liberalism. That liberalism had not 
prevented him, however, from flogging fifty peasants 
in a village in White Russia where he had been sent 
to put down a riot. He had an attractive and ex- 
tremely youthful appearance; rosy-cheeked, smooth, 
slender, and clinging, he enjoyed wonderful success 
with women: aristocratic old ladies were simply mad 
on him. Careful from habit, silent by calculation, 
General Ratmirov moved in the highest circles, like 
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an industrious bee collecting honey even from the 
poorest flowers. Without any moral sense, without 
any knowledge, but with the reputation of a man of 
business, a flair for people, and a grasp of circumstances, 
and above all, with an unshakable determination to 
seek his own good—he had at last every prospect 
open to him. 

Litvinov smiled with constraint, and Irina merely 
shrugged her shoulders. 

‘ Well,’ she said in the same cold voice, ‘ did you see 
the count? ’ 

“Oh, yes. He sends you his greetings.’ 

“Ah! Is heas stupid as ever, that patron of yours?’ 

Ratmirov did not answer, but gave a slight nasal 
laugh as though to express his condescension to a 
woman’s erratic judgment. Kindly disposed grown- 
up people respond with the same kind of laughter to 
children’s foolish pranks. 

‘Yes,’ Irina added, ‘your count’s stupidity is - 
really striking, and heaven knows I’ve seen enough 
in that line.’ 

* You sent me to him yourself,’ the general remarked 
through his teeth, and turning to Litvinov asked him 
whether he was drinking the Baden waters. 

‘But I am perfectly well, I am thankful to say,’ 
Litvinov answered. 

‘That’s the best thing of all, the general continued 
with an amiable smile, ‘ and, generally speaking, people 
come to Baden not for medical purposes; but the 
waters here are very effectual, je veux dire, efficaces, 


and those who, like myself, suffer from a nervous 
cough i 
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Irina stood up suddenly. ‘We’ll meet again, 
Grigory Mihailovitch, and I hope soon,’ she said in 
French, interrupting her husband contemptuously, 
‘but now I must go and dress. That old princess is 
unendurable with her everlasting parties de plaisir that 
bore one stiff.’ 

“You are very hard on every one to-day,’ her husband 
remarked as he slipped away into the next toom. 

Litvinov walked to the door. Irina stopped him. 

‘You’ve told me everything,’ she said, ‘ but you 
concealed the chief thing. .. .” 

“What is that? ’ 

‘I hear you are engaged to be married? ’ 

Litvinov flushed crimson. It was true that he 
intentionally avoided mentioning Tanya, but he was 
fearfully annoyed, first at Irina’s knowing about his 
engagement, and secondly at her catching him out, as 
it were, in his desire to conceal it from her. He was 
completely at a loss; Irina did not take her eyes off 
him. | 
“Yes, I am,’ he said at last and walked out. 

Ratmitov came back into the room. 

‘Well, why don’t you dress? ° he asked. 

‘You must go alone; I have a headache.’ 

‘But the princess——’ 

Irina measured her husband with her glance from 
head to foot, turned her back on him, and went to her 
boudoir. 


XI 


Lirvinov was greatly displeased with himself; it was 
as though he had lost at roulette or failed to keep a 
ptomise. An inner voice told him that as Tanya’s 
betrothed, as a man who has reached the years of 
discretion, no longer a boy, he ought not to have 
yielded to the promptings of curiosity or the seduc- 
tions of remembrance. “Much need there was to 
go!’ he argued with himself. ‘It’s nothing but 
coquetry on her part, just a whim, a caprice. ... She 
is bored, she is tired of everything and so she snatched 
at me...a gourmand fancies sometimes a piece of 
black bread.... Well, that’s all very fine. But why 
on earth did I go? As though I could feel anything 
but—contempt for her!’ He uttered those last 
words even mentally with a certain effort. ‘ Of 
course there’s no danger whatever and there cannot 
be,’ he went on reflecting. ‘I know with whom I 
have to deal. But still, one shouldn’t play with fire— 
I wont set foot in her house again.’ 

Litvinov did not dare, or could not as yet, confess 
to himself how beautiful Irina appeared to him and 
how much she attracted him. 

The day again passed slowly and drearily. At 
dinner Litvinov happened to sit next to an imposing- 
looking bel homme with a waxed moustache, who sat 
in silence, puffing and staring about him, but, 
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hiccuping suddenly, proved to be a fellow country- 
man, for he at once remarked angrily in Russian, “I 
said I ought not to have had that melon! ’ 

In the evening, too, nothing pleasant happened. 
Bindasov won at the roulette in Litvinov’s presence 
four times as much as he had borrowed from him, 
but instead of returning his debt he looked Litvinov 
menacingly in the face, as though intending to punish 
him all the more for having been a witness of his 
winnings. The following morning a crowd of his 
compattiots descended upon Litvinov again; having 
got rid of them with some difficulty he set off to the 
hills, and ran into Irina—he pretended not to recognize 
her and walked quickly past. Then he met Potugin 
and spoke to him, but Potugin answered reluctantly. 
He was leading by the hand a smartly dressed little 
girl with fair, almost white fluffy hair, large dark eyes 
in a pale, sickly-looking little face and the peremptory 
and impatient expression peculiar to spoiled children. 

Litvinov spent two hours on the hills and was 
returning home by the Lichtenthal Avenue. A 
lady, sitting on a bench, with a blue veil over her 
face, got up quickly and walked up to him. He 
recognized Irina. } 

‘Why do you avoid me, Grigory Mihailovitch? ’ 
she said in the unsteady voice that betokens long- 
Suppressed emotion. 

Litvinov was taken aback. 

“I avoid you, Irina Pavlovna?” 

Yes, YES—VOU. 4a.” 

Irina seemed agitated, almost angry. 

` You ate mistaken, I assure you.’ 
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‘No, I am not. Do you suppose I didn’t see this 
motning—when we met—that you recognized me? 
Didn’t you? Tell me!’ 

‘I really—tIrina Pavlovna 

‘Grigory Mihailovitch, you are a straightforward 
man, you always speak the truth: tell me, you did 
recognize me, didn’t you? You turned away on 
purpose? ’ 

Litvinov glanced at Irina. Her eyes shone with a 
strange brilliance, and her cheeks and lips showed 
deadly white through the thick mesh of the veil. 
There was something irresistibly sorrowful and 
appealing in her expression, in the very sound of her 
broken whisper. Litvinov could pretend no longer. 

" Yes—I did recognize you,’ he brought out with 
some effort. Irina shuddered slightly, and slowly 
dropped her hands. 

‘Then why didn’t you come up to me?’ she 
whispered. 

‘ Why—why?’ Litvinov walked off the path and 
Irina followed him in silence. ‘Why?’ he repeated 
again; his face suddenly felt hot, and bitter resentment 
gtipped his heart and his throat. < You—you ask 
that, after all that has passed between us? Not 
now, of course, not now, but there... there... 
in Moscow.’ 


‘ But we decided, you promised, you know 
Irina began. 

‘I’ve promised nothing. Excuse my speaking 
bluntly, but you ask for the truth. Judge for yourself: 
how can I explain your—I hardly know how to call 
it—your insistence, except by coquetry—which I 








SMOKE 109 


confess I can’t understand—by a desire to find out 
how much power you still have over me? Our 
paths have gone so far apart! I’ve forgotten the past, 
I’ve got over it long ago, I’ve become a different man; 
you ate married, you are happy—at any rate in appear- 
ance—you have an enviable position in society—then 
why seek me out, what’s the point of it? What am I 
to you, of you to me? We cannot even understand 
each other now, there is absolutely nothing in common 
between us, neither in the present nor in the past!. 
Especially—especially in the past! ’ 

Litvinov said all this hastily, jerkily, without turning 
his head. Irina stood still and only at times faintly 
raised her hands towards him. It was as though she 
implored him to stop and hear her, and at his last 
words she slightly bit her lower lip as if to suppress 
the pain of a sudden sting. 

“Grigory Mihailitch,’ she said at last in a calmer 
voice, walking still further away from the path where 
people passed occasionally. Litvinov in his turn 
followed her. ‘ Grigory Mihailitch, believe me: if I 
could imagine that I still had a grain of power over 
you I would be the first to avoid you. If I haven’t 
done so, if I ventured, in spite of my... guilt in 
the past, to renew our acquaintance, it was because— 
because ; 

‘ Because of what?’ Litvinov asked almost rudely. 

‘ Because,’ Irina went on with sudden intensity, ‘ I 
felt too unbearably, too unendurably stifled in this 
“society,” in this “enviable position” of which you 
speak; because when I met you, a real, live man after 
all those lifeless puppets—you saw specimens of them 
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the other day at the Vieux Chateau—I was glad as of a 
spring in the desert—and you call me a coquette, and 
suspect me, and repulse me on the pretext that I 
really did wrong you, and wronged myself still more.’ 

` You’ve chosen your lot yourself, Irina Pavlovna,’ 
Litvinov brought out sullenly, still turning away 
from her. 

"Yes; yes, | know...and L don’t complam, al 
have no right to complain,’ Irina said hastily; Lit- 
vinov’s very harshness seemed to be a secret solace 
to her. “I know you must blame me and I don’t 
justify myself, I only want to explain my feeling to 
you, I want to convince you that I am in no mood for 
coquetry.... AsthoughI could flirt with you! Why, 
there is no senseinit.... When I saw you, all that was 
good in me, all my youth, woke up in me—the time 
when I hadn’t yet chosen my lot—all that lies there, 
in the streak of brightness behind those ten years 3 

‘Come, that’s too much! So far as I know, the 
brightness in your life began precisely after we 
patted. i 

Irina raised her handkerchief to her lips. 

‘It’s very cruel what you ate saying, Grigory 
Mihailitch; but I cannot be angry with you. ©b no; 
it wasn’t brightness, it wasn’t happiness I found after 
leaving Moscow. I haven’t known one instant, one 





minute of happiness ... believe me, whatever others 
may tell you. IfI were happy, I couldn’t talk to you 
as I am talking now.... I tell you again, you don’t 


know what those people are like... . They understand 
nothing, they have no Sympathy for anything, they 


haven’t even intelligence, n esprit, ni intelligence, only 
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savoir faire and cunning; at bottom, they don’t care a 
scrap either for music, or art, or poetry. You’ll say 
that I too was fairly indifferent to all that—but not to 
such an extent, Grigory Mihailitch, not to such an 
extent! It’s not a society lady standing before you 
now—you’ve got only to look to see that—not a 
“ lioness ”—that’s what they call us, I believe—but 
a poor, poor creature who really deserves to be pitied. 
Don’t be surprised at my words—pride is nothing 
to me now! Iam holding out my hand to you like 
a beggar, don’t you understand? like a beggar. 1 
am begging for alms,’ she added impulsively, unable 
to control herself, ‘I am begging for alms, and 
you: 

Her voice failed her. Litvinov raised his head and 
looked at her; she was breathing quickly and her lips 
trembled. His heart beat fast and the feeling of 
resentment disappeared. 

‘ You say out paths have diverged,’ Irina continued. 
‘I know you are marrying from inclination, you have 
planned out your life, yes, all that is true, but we 
haven’t become strangers to each other, Grigory 
Mihailitch, we can still understand each other. Or 
do you imagine that I’ve grown quite dull, have 
completely sunk into this quagmire? Oh, please 
don’t think that! Let me have some respite from it, 
I beg you, if only for the sake of those past days, since 
you refuse to forget them. Do so, that our meeting 
may not have been in vain—that would be too 
bitter; it won’t last long in any case.... I do not 
know how to speak properly, but you’ll understand 
me, for I ask little, very little . . . only a little sympathy, 
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only that you shouldn’t repulse me, that you should 
give me a breathing space í 

Irina broke off, there were tears in her voice. She 
heaved a sigh and, glancing at Litvinov timidly with 
an entreating, sidelong look, held out her hand to 
him. 

He slowly took it and pressed it faintly. 

‘ Let’s be friends,” Irina whispered. 

' Friends,’ Litvinov repeated dreamily. 

` Yes, friends.... Or if that’s too much to ask, let 
us at any rate be friendly.... Let us behave simply, as 
though nothing had ever happened.’ 

‘As though nothing had happened,’ Litvinov 
repeated again. ‘You said just now that I refused 
to forget the old days . . . well, and what if I cannot 
forget them? ’ 

A blissful smile flitted across Itina’s face but dis- 
appeated at once, giving way to an anxious, almost 
frightened look. 

"You must be like me, Grigory Mihailitch, and 
remember only the good; and above all, give me now 
your word—your word of honour-—”’ 

‘To do what?’ 








‘Not to avoid me... not to grieve me needlessly. 
Will you promise? Tell me!’ 
Yes 


‘` And harbour no more bad thoughts? ’ 

‘ No—but I still cannot understand you.’ 

‘That’s not necessary .. . though you’ll understand 
me tight enough, presently. But you promise? ’ 

‘I’ve already said yes? — 

' Well, thank you. Now mind, I am used to trusting 
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Lirvinov waited till the duchess with her retinue 
had gone out of sight and also went down the avenue. 
He could not give himself a clear account of what he 
was feeling: he was ashamed and even alarmed, and 
yet his vanity was flattered.... The unexpected 
explanation with Irina had caught him unawares; her 
tapid, impulsive words had passed over him like a 
thunder-shower. 

‘ Queer creatures those society women are, be 
thought, ‘so inconsistent.. .and how perverted 
they are by the environment in which they live and — 
which they themselves feel to be hideous....’ In 
truth he was not thinking that at all, but was mechani- 
cally repeating those hackneyed phrases as though 
wishing to get rid of other, more anxious thoughts. 
He knew that he must not think seriously at the moment 
or else he would probably have to blame himself, 
and he walked on slowly, observing with an almost 
exaggerated attention everything he came across... . 
He suddenly found himself next a seat, saw somebody’s 
feet in front of it, looked up from them; the feet 
belonged to a man who sat on the seat reading a news- 
paper; the man proved to be Potugin. Litvinov 
gave a slight exclamation. Potugin put down the 
newspaper and looked at Litvinov attentively, without 
a smile; Litvinov looked at Potugin, also attentively 
and also without a smile. 
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‘May I sit beside your ’ he asked at last. 

‘Certainly, by all means. Only I warn you: if you 
wish to talk with me, you mustn’t mind my being in 
a most misanthropic mood—everything appears to me 
in an exaggeratedly bad light.’ 

‘That’s all right, Sozont Ivanitch,’ Litvinov re- 
plied, sitting down beside him. ‘In fact it’s very 
appropriate. ... But what put you in that mood?’ 

‘I oughtn’t to feel cross, really, Potugin began. 
‘I have just read in the paper about the proposed 
reforms of the law courts in Russia and I am deeply 
gratified to see that at last our leaders have thought 
better of it and refrained from tacking a home-grown 
tail on to the clear and obvious European logic under 
the pretext of originality or national feeling; on the 
contrary, they are taking a good thing in its entirety 
though it’s foreign. It’s bad enough to have given 
in about the peasant land—it will be no easy job 
to get tid of communal ownership! Certainly I 
ought not to be cross to-day, but as ill luck would 
have it I ran acrossa Russian “born genius” and had 
a talk with him—and these born geniuses and self- 
taught men will give me no peace when I’m in my 
grave.’ 

‘What born genius?’ Litvinov asked. 

‘< Oh, there’s a man knocking about here who fancies 
himself a musical genius. “‘ Of course,” he says, “ I 
am nothing, I am a cipher, because I haven’t been 
trained, but I have incomparably more melodies and 
ideas in my head than Meyerbeer.” To begin with, 
I say, “ Why haven’t you been trained?” and secondly, 
let alone Meyerbeer, the humblest German flute-player 
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modestly piping his part in the humblest German 

orchestra has twenty times as many ideas as all our 
“ born geniuses” put together. Only, the flutist 
keeps his ideas to himself and does not boast of them 
in the land of Mozarts and Haydns, while our un- 
tutored musician has no sooner produced a trumpety 
waltz or song than he begins to strut about with 
his hands in his pockets and a sneer on his lips—he’s 
a genius! It’s the same thing with painting and 
evetything else. Oh, these natural geniuses! Why, 
evetybody knows that people boast of them only 
where there’s no realart, no real deeply rooted science. 
Surely it’s time we did away with all this boasting, all — 
this vulgar rubbish, together with the trite phrases 
that in Russia no one dies of hunger, that travelling 
by road is faster than anywhere, and that we are more 
than a match for any one? They keep bragging of 
the Russians’ gifted nature, of their marvellous instinct, 
and of Kulibin.... But what sort of giftedness 
is that, my good sirs? It’s like talking in one’s sleep, 
like semi-animal cunning. Instinct! Fine thing to 
boast of! If you take an ant in the forest and carry 
it a mile away from its ant-heap, it will find its way 
home; a man can’t do anything of the kind, but what 
of it? Is he inferior to an ant? Instinct, however 
marvellous, is not worthy of man: reason, simple, 
sound, ordinary teason is our true heritage and 
our pride. Reason plays no marvellous tricks— 
that’s why everything tests upon it. And as for 
Kulibin, who without any knowledge of mechanics 
contrived to make some hideous clock—I should 
have that clock pilloried: see, good people, how not 
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to make clocks! Kulibin himself is not to blame, of 
course, but his case is hopeless. To praise Telush- 
kin’s courage and agility because he climbed on to the 
Admiralty spire is right enough—why not?—but it’s 
absurd to shout that he put the German architect’s 
nose out of joint, and say, What’s the good of those 
Getmans?—they do nothing but fleece us.... He 
didn’t put any German’s nose out of joint: a scaffolding 
had to be built round the spire after all, and it had 
to be tepaired in the usual way. Don’t, for heaven’s 
sake, encourage the idea in Russia that anything can 
be achieved without learning! No, you may be as 
clever as they make them, but you must study, study 
from the ABC! Or else draw in your horns and 
be quiet. Ugh, it’s made me quite hot!’ 

Potugin took off his hat and fanned himself with 
his handkerchief. 
_ “ Russian painting,’ he began again, ‘ Russian art! 
I know Russian pretensions and Russian impotence, 
but I am sorry to say I haven’t yet come across Russian 
painting. For twenty years we’ve worshipped that 
puffy nonentity Bryullov and imagined that we had a 
school of painting of our own and that, indeed, 
all others weren’t a patch'on it.... Russian art, 
ha-ha-ha ! ho-ho-ho! ’ 

‘But wait a minute, Sozont Ivanitch,’? Litvinov 
_ remarked. ‘Don’t you think anything of Glinka © 
either? ’ 

Potugin scratched himself behind his ear. 

‘ Exceptions, as you know, merely prove the rule, 
but in this case too we couldn’t avoid boasting! No 
one would dispute that Glinka really was a remarkable 
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musician who was ptevented by circumstances, both 
inner and outer, from becoming the founder of the 
Russian opera; but no, that’s not good enough! He 
must at once be promoted to a commander-in-chief, 
a lord marshal of music, and other nations must be 
put in their place: they, if you please, have nothing 
like it. And one is immediately told of some 
“mighty ” home-grown genius whose works are merely 
a pitiful imitation of second-rate foreign composers— 
second-rate ones ate the easiest to imitate. Nothing 
like it, indeed! Oh, poor silly barbarians, who don’t 
understand what tradition in art means and who 
imagine that artists are something like the strong man 
Rappo: “A foreigner,” they say, “can lift only thirteen 
stone with one hand, and our man lifts twenty-six!” 
Nothing like it!... And PI tell you, if I may, 
something I keep recalling: this spring I went to the 
Crystal Palace near London; as you know it contains 
a kind of exhibition of all that human ingenuity has 
achieved—so to speak, an encyclopaedia of humanity. ` 
Well, 1 wandered among all those machines and 
implements and statues of great men, and thought to 
myself : Suppose an order were issued that if a nation 
disappeared off the face of the earth, all that it had 
Invented was immediately to disappear from the 
Crystal Palace—our mother, Orthodox Russia, might 
sink into the nethermost pit, the dear creature, without 
disturbing a single nail or pin at the exhibition. 
Everything would remain in its place, for even the 
samovar, the bast shoes, and the knout—those famous 
articles of ours—were not invented by us. One could 
_ not make such an experiment even with the Sandwich 
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Islands: their inhabitants invented some kind of 
boats and spears, and visitors to the Palace would 
notice their absence. It’s slander! It’s too severe! 
you'll say, perhaps. And I shall say, first, that I’m 
no good at cooing while I am finding fault, and, 
secondly, that it’s. not only the devil, but even one’s 
own self that people dare not look straight in the face, 
and that it’s not only children who like being lulled 
to sleep. Our old inventions made their way to us 
from the East, and the new ones we’ve managed as 
as best we could to drag over from the West—and 
still we go on talking about independent Russian art! 
Some fine fellows have actually discovered original 
Russian science: with us, they say, twice two also 
makes four, but somehow it works out more 
briskly ! ? 

‘Come, come, Sozont Ivanitch!’ Litvinov cried. 
‘Wait a minute! After all, we do send things to 
international exhibitions, and Europe does get certain 
supplies from us?’ 

‘ Yes, raw materials. And note: those raw materials 
are for the most part good just because of other things 
being bad. Thus, for instance, bristles are long and 
stiff because the pigs are poor; leather is thick and 
stout because the cows are thin; fat is rich because it’s 
boiled down with half the flesh.... But I needn’t go 
into details—you’ve studied technology, and must 
know all this better than I do. They keep talking of 
Russian inventiveness. Why, here are our landowners 
complaining bitterly and suffering loss because there 
doesn’t exist a good machine for drying grain and 
they still have to put the sheaves into drying-sheds as in 
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the times of Ryurik. Those drying-sheds are mote 
trouble than they are worth, just like our bast shoes 
and mats, and they constantly catch fire. The land- 
owners complain, but the grain-drying machines are 
not forthcoming. And why aren’t they? Because 
the Germans don’t need them—they thresh the corn 
just as it’s harvested and so they don’t bother about 
inventing the machines—and we aren’t equal to it! 
That’s the long and short of it—we are incapable of it. 
I vow from to-day that as soon as I come across a born 
genius of a self-taught expert, I’ll say to him: “Hey, 
where is the drying-machine? Produce it!” But 
that’s beyond them! To pick up an old worn shoe, 
cast off ages ago by St. Simon or Fourier and, respect- 
fully placing it on our heads, carry it about as a holy 
telic—that we can do right enough; or scribble an 
atticle about the historical and the present-day signi- 
ficance of the proletariat in the chief towns of France— 
that, too, comes easy to us. But when I asked one 
such scribbler and political economist—after the style 
of your Mr. Voroshilov—to name twenty towns in 
France, do you know what happened? The econom- 
ist in despair ended by including Mont-Fermeuil 
among the French towns, tecalling probably Paul de 
Kock’s novel. That reminds me of something that 
once happened to me. Iwas making my way through 
a forest with a dog and a gun é 

' Ate you a sportsman? Litvinov asked. 

ANSO shooting now and again. I was looking for 
a marsh, in search of snipe; other sportsmen told me 
no end about that marsh. As I walked through a 
clearing I saw sitting in front of a hut a jolly-looking 
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young man, obviously a merchant’s clerk; he sat 
there grinning—for no reason that I could see. I 
asked him where the marsh was, and whether there 
were any snipe in it. “You’re very welcome,” he 
spouted straight off, as pleased as though I’d pre- 
sented him with a rouble, “ delighted to be of service— 
it’s a first-rate marsh; and as to wildfowl of all kinds, 
goodness me, the place is full of them.” I went 
on, but found no wildfowl of any description, and 
indeed the marsh itself had dried up ages ago. Now 
tell me, please, what does a Russian tell lies for? 
Why does the political economist tell lies—also about 
“wildfowl” ? ’ 

Litvinov made no answer and only sighed in 
sympathy. 

‘` But if you talk to that same economist,’ Potugin 
went on, “about the most difficult problems of social 
science—in general, without asking for facts—fr-r-r-r ! 
he ’ll shoot up into the sky like a bird, a regular eagle. 
I did manage once to catch such a bird: as you'll see, 
I used a very good bait. I was talking to one of the 
modern young men about various “ questions ” as 
they call them. He was, of course, full of wrath and, 
among other things, denounced martiage with truly 
childish exasperation. I advanced all sorts of reasons 
to him...no good! I saw there was no way of 
getting at him. And suddenly a happy thought 
struck me! “ Allow me to observe, sir,” I began— 
one always has to speak respectfully to those young 
men—“I am surprised at you: you study natural 
science, but you’ve failed to notice that all predatory 
and carnivorous animals, both beasts and birds, all 


122 SMOKE 


those who have to go in search of prey and to provide 
live food for themselves and their young—and you 
do include man among such animals, don’t you? ” 
“Of course I do,” the young man said eagerly, “in 
fact, man is nothing but a carnivorous animal.” 
“And a predatory one,” I added. “Yes, and a pre- 
datoty one,” he confirmed. “Admirably put,” I 
assented. “Well, so I am surprised at your failing 
to observe that all such animals are monogamous.” 
The young man was startled. “How so?” “Well, 
they ate. Think of the lion, the wolf, the fox, the 
hawk, the vulture. And indeed how could it be 
otherwise, if youll kindly consider the matter: it’s 
hard enough for the two parents to bring up their 
young.” My young man pondered. “Well,” he said, 
“in that case, a brute is no pattern for man.” There- 
upon I called him an idealist, and he was fearfully 
upset! He very nearly wept. I had to comfort him 
and tell him I wouldn’t give him away to his comrades. 
To desetve the name of an idealist is no light matter ! 
The point is, the young people of to-day are out of 
their reckoning. They imagine that the time for the 
old, obscure, underground work is over, that it was 
all very well for their elderly fathers to burrow like 
moles, but for them it would be humiliating to do so. 
“ We’ll work in the open, we’ll take action !” they say. 
My dear young friends! not even your children will . 
take action; and you’d better go down the mole-run 
again, in your fathers’ footsteps ! ” : 

There was a pause. 

‘I do believe, my dear sit,’ Potugin began again, 
‘that not only are we indebted to civilization for 
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knowledge, art, law, but that the very feeling for 
beauty and poetry grows and develops under its 
influence; the so-called popular, naive, unconscious 
att: is sheer nonsense. In Homer one can already 
find traces of tich and refined culture; love itself is 
ennobled by it. The Slavophils would gladly hang 
me for such heresy if they weren’t such kind-hearted 
creatures, but’ I insist on my point all the same. 
However much they may treat me to Madame 
Kohanovsky and The Swarm at Rest, I will not sniff 
this triple extrait de moujik russe, for I do not belong 
to the aristocracy which has from time to time to 
convince itself that it is not wholly frenchified. It 
is really for them that all that literature en cur de 
Russie is composed. ‘Try to read to a real peasant 
the most pithy, the most “popular” passages from 
The Swarm, and he will think that you are teaching 
hiro a new spell against fever or drunkenness. [ 
repeat, without civilization there is no poetry. Do 
you want to know what is the poetic ideal of the 
uncivilized Russian? Read our legends, our bylini. 
I say nothing of the fact that love is always regarded 
in them as the result of magic, of spells and love- 
philtres, and is called witchery and enchantment; nor 
of the fact that our epic literature is the only one in 
the West and the East, mind you, the only one, not 
to have produced a typical pair of lovers—unless you 
count Wanka-Tanka.! The ancient Russian hero 
invariably begins his acquaintance with his bride-to-be 
by beating her on her white body with “ his plaited 
whip ”—“ which keeps womankind soft and plump.” 
1 The reference is to a popular song. (Translator’s note.) 
xp 988 
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I will not speak of all that; but I should like to draw 
yout attention to the elegant image of the young man, 
the jeune-premier, as it appeared to the primitive, 
uncivilized Slav. Look at him: the seune-premuier is 
walking along; “he has made for himself a marten fur 
coat, with fine close stitching down every seam, seven 
strands of silk make his woven belt, tied smooth and 
neat high above his waist; his fingers are hid by his 
smart long sleeves, the collar of his coat raised above 
his head, his ruddy face can’t be seen for it, and his 
full white neck is hidden, too; his smart little cap he 
weats sideways, on his feet he has boots of leather 
fine, with points that curve and upstanding heels; 
round the pointed toes you can roll an egg, and a 
spatrow can fly between heel and sole.” This fine 
young man walks with quick small steps like the 
Alcibiades of our legends, Tchurilo Plenkovitch, 
whose mincing gait had such an extraordinary, almost 
medicinal effect on old women and young girls. 
That is to the present day the gait of our waiters, who 
seem to be loose in every joint as they trot about with 
tiny steps—and they are the cream, the flower of 
purely Russian smartness, the ne plus ultra of Russian 
taste. I am not joking: clumsy jauntiness is our 
artistic ideal. A fine ideal, isn’t it? It doesn’t give 
much material for painting or sculpture, does it? 
And the beautiful maiden, who captivates the young 
man and is “ as red in the face as the blood of a hare”! 
But I believe you’re not listening to me?’ 

Litvinov roused himself. He teally had not heard 
what Potugin was saying: he was thinking, thinking 
all the time of Irina and their last meeting. 
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“Excuse me, Sozont Ivanitch,’ he began, ‘but I 
want to ask you the same old question... about 
Madame Ratmirov.’ 

Potugin folded his newspaper and stuffed it into his 
pocket. 

‘ You want again to know how I came to know her?’ 

‘No, it isn’t that; I should like to know what you 
think . . . of the part she played in Petersburg. What 
was it exactly? ’ 

‘I hardly know what to say, Grigory Mihailitch. 
I came to know Madame Ratmirov rather intimately— 
but it was quite by chance and for a short time. I 
haven’t tried to peep into her world, and what was 
happening there remained unknown to me. I heard 
rumours, but you know that with us gossip reigns not 
only in democratic circles. And, indeed, I didn’t ask 
questions. But I see you’re interested in her,’ he 
added after a pause. 

“Yes, we ve had two rather candid talks. But I 
still keep asking myself, is she sincere? ” 

Potugin lowered his eyes. ‘ When she is carried 
away she is sincere, like all passionate women. 
Pride also sometimes prevents her from lying.’ 

‘But is she proud? I should rather have thought, 
capricious.’ 

‘Proud like the devil; but there’s no harm in that.’ 

“It seems to me she sometimes exaggerates... .’ 

‘ There’s no harm in that either; she is sincere all 
the same. But speaking generally, how can you 
expect truth? The best of those society women are 
spoiled to the marrow of their bones.’ 

‘But, Sozont Ivanitch, you remember, you said 
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yourself you were a friend of hers. Why, you your- 
self brought me to her almost by force! ’ 

‘Well, what of it? She asked me to bring you, and 
I thought, why not? And I really am her friend. 
She has several good qualities: she is very kind, that 
is, generous, that is, she gives to others what she 
doesn’t need entirely for herself. But no doubt you 
know her quite as well as I do.’ 

‘I knew Irina Pavlovna ten years ago, and since 
then ‘ 

‘Eh, Grigory Mihailitch, what-are you saying! As 
though one’s nature changed! What a man is in his 
ctadle, that he is on his deathbed. Or maybe— 
Potugin bent his head still lower—‘ maybe you’te 
afraid of falling into her hands? There is that danger 
ofcourse... . But there is no escaping some woman’s 
hands, you know.’ 

Litvinov gave a forced laugh. ‘ You think so?’ 

‘ There’s no escaping. Human nature is weak, 
woman is strong, chance is all-powerful; it’s hard to 
resign oneself to a colourless existence, it’s impossible 
to renounce oneself altogether . . . and here is beauty 
and kindness and warmth and light—so how can one 
resist? Why, one runs like a child to its nurse. And 
afterwards, of course, comes cold and darkness and 
emptiness . . . all in its proper order. And in the end 
one gets out of touch with everything, ceases to 
understand anything. At first it will seem incom- 
ptehensible how one can love; afterwards, how one 
can live at all.’ 

Litvinov looked at Potugin and it seemed to him 
that he had never yet met a man more lonely, more 
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forsaken... more unhappy. This time he was not 
being shy or constrained: pale and downcast, hanging 
his head and resting his hands on his knees, he sat 
quite still and only smiled a mournful smile. Litvinov 
felt sorry for the strange, embittered man. 

‘Trina Pavlovna mentioned to me in conversation,’ 
he began in an undertone, ‘a close friend of hers whose 
name was Belsky or Dolsky if I remember rightly... .’ 

Potugin raised his sad little eyes. 

“Oh!” he said in a toneless voice. ‘She men- 
tioned. .. well, and what of it? But it’s time I was 
going home,’ he added with a forced yawn, ‘to 
dinner. Good-bye.’ 

He suddenly got up from the seat and walked away 
before Litvinov had time to utter a word. Litvi- 
nov’s feeling of pity gave way to vexation—vexation 
with himself, of course. Indiscretion was not at all 
in his character; he had meant to express his sympathy 
for Potugin, but instead. had made something like an 
awkward hint. He returned to his hotel with an 
uneasy heart. 

‘ Spoiled to the marrow of her bones,’ he Took 
a little later, ‘ proud as the devil! She, that woman, 
who. was almost on her knees before me? Proud, 
and not capricious? ’ 

Litvinov tried to banish Irina from his mind but 
did not succeed. He deliberately avoided thinking 
of his betrothed: he felt that Irina’s image would not 
give way to any other that day. He decided not to 
worty but to wait for the solution of all this ‘ strange 
business °’; the solution was bound to come soon, and 
Litvinov had not the least doubt that it would be 
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quite harmless and natural. That was what he 
thought, and meanwhile not only was Irina’s image 
always before him, but every word she had uttered 
kept in turn recurring in his memory. 

The waiter brought him a note: it too was from 
Trina, 


‘If you have nothing to do this evening, will you 
come: I shall not be alone, I have visitors—and you 
will see our set, our society, at still closer range. I 
vety much want you to see them; I fancy they will 
show themselves in all their brilliance. Aftet all, 
you ought to know what air I breathe. Do come; I 
shall be glad to see you, and I think you won’t be 
bored. Prove to me that our explanation to-day has 
once for all made any misunderstanding between 
us impossible. Yours ever, Irina.’ 


Litvinov put on a tail-coat and white tie and went to 
Irinas. < There's nothing in it,’ he said to himself 
on the way, ‘and as to having a look at them—why 
not? It’s interesting.’ A few days ago he had felt 
differently about those people: they had roused his 
indignation. 

Fle walked fast, his hat over his eyes, and a con- 
strained smile on his lips, while Bambaev, sitting in 
front of Weber’s Café and pointing him out from a 
distance to Pishchalkin and Voroshilov, exclaimed 
enthusiastically: ‘Do you see that man? Hessa 
stone! He’s a rock! He’s granite | ’ 


XV 


Lrrvinov found a good many visitors at Irina’s. 
_ Three of the generals whom he had met at the picnic— 
the stout, the irritable, and the indulgent one—were 
sitting at a card-table in a corner playing dummy 
whist. Human language has no words to express 
the dignity with which they dealt, won tricks, led 
clubs, led diamonds .. . they were statesmen indeed ! 
Leaving to the small fry, aux bourgeois, the jokes and 
proverbial sayings usual at cards, the generals uttered 
only the strictly necessary words; the stout general, 
however, allowed himself between two deals to 
utter with much vigour: ‘ Ce satané as de pique!’ 
Litvinov recognized some of the ladies he had seen 
at the picnic, but there were others who were new to 
him. There was one lady so old that it seemed she 
would fall to pieces any moment; she moved her bare, 
horrible, dark-grey shoulders and, covering her mouth 
with her fan, languidly squinted at Ratmirov with 
utterly lifeless eyes. He was very attentive to her: 
she was much respected in high circles as the last 
lady-in-waiting of the Empress Catherine. Countess 
S., ‘the Queen of the Wasps,’ dressed like a shep- 
herdess, sat by the window surrounded by a crowd of 
young men; among them Finikov, famous for his wealth 
and good looks, attracted attention by his arrogant 


bearing, flat skull, and soullessly brutal expression, 
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worthy of a Khan of Bokhara or a Roman Helioga- 
balus. Another lady, also a countess, known shortly 
as Lise, was talking to a pale ‘spiritualist ’ with long 
fair hair; a gentleman, also pale and long-haired, 
stood beside them, laughing significantly now and 
again: this gentleman also believed in spiritualism, 
but he went in for prophecy as well and, on the basis 
of the Revelation and the Talmud, predicted all sorts 
of wonderful events; not one of those events ever 
happened, but he was not abashed and went on 
prophesying. The ‘ born genius’ who aroused such 
indignation in Potugin sat at the piano striking an 
occasional chord d’une main distraite and negligently 
looking about him. 

Irina was sitting on the sofa between Prince Kokó 
and Mme X, once a famous beauty and a national 
fountain of wisdom, who had long since turned into a 
shrivelled-up toadstool smelling of Lenten oil and 
evaporated poison. Irina blushed when she saw 
Litvinov, got up from her seat, and when he came up 
to her, warmly shook hands with him. She was 
wearing a dress of black crêpe with scarcely perceptible 
gold trimmings; her shoulders were of a pearly white- 
mess, atid her face, pale under the sudden flush that 
ovetspread it, breathed of triumphant beauty—and 
not of beauty only: a secret, almost derisive joy shone 
in her half-closed eyes, fluttered round her lips and 
nostrils... 

Ratmitov came up to Litvinov and, exchanging 
with him the usual greetings—without his usual 
playfulness, however—introduced him to two of 
three ladies: to the old ruin, the Queen of the Wasps, 
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Countess Lise... . They received him quite favourably. 
Litvinov did not belong to their set... but he was 
distinctly good-looking, and his young, expressive 
face attracted their attention. He did not, however, 
succeed in retaining it: he was not used to society and 
felt rather shy, and to make matters worse the stout 
general stared at him persistently. “Aha, the rebel, 
the freethinker |’ his fixed, heavy gaze seemed to say, 
‘so you’ve come cap in hand, have you, dancing 
attendance on us?’ 

Irina came to his rescue. She managed so cleverly 
that he found himself in the corner close by the door, 
a little behind her. Every time she spoke to him she 
had to turn round, and every time he admired the 
beautiful curve of her glossy neck and breathed in the 
delicate fragrance of her hair. An expression of 
gratitude, gentle and profound, did not leave her 
face: he could not help recognizing that it really was 
gratitude her glances and smiles expressed—and he 
too overflowed with the same feeling, and his heart 
was filled with contrition and sweetness and dread... . 
And at the same time, it was as though she wanted 
to say ‘ Well, what do you think of them?’ That 
unspoken question was particularly clear to Litvinov 
whenever one of the guests said or did something 
vulgar, which happened more than once during the 
evening. On one occasion she could not restrain 
herself and laughed aloud. 

Countess Lise, a highly superstitious lady with a 
bent for the extraordinary, having talked to her heart’s 
content with the fair-headed spiritualist about Home, 
turning tables, accordions that played of themselves, 
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and so on, ended by asking him if there were any 
animals that could be affected by magnetism. 

‘One such animal certainly exists,’ Prince Kokó 
responded from the other end of the room. ‘ You 
know Milvanovsky, don’t you? He was sent into 
hypnotic sleep in my presence and he actually snored ! ? 

: You are very malicious, mon prince, I am speaking 
of real animals, je parle des bêtes? 

* Mais moi aussi, madame, je parle d'une bêre’ 

“ There are real animals too,’ the spiritualist inter- 
vened, “for instance, crabs; they ate very sensitive and 
easily fall into the cataleptic state.’ 3 

The countess was very much sutprised. ‘ What! 
Crabs! Indeed? Oh, that’s awfully interesting! I 
should like to see that. M’sieur Luzhin...’ she 
said addressing a young man with a face as stony as a 
new doll’s and an equally stony collar. (He was 
renowned for having exposed his face and his collar 
to the spray of Niagara and the Nubian Nile, but 
he remembered nothing of his travels and only cared 
for Russian puns.) ‘M’sieur Luzhin, would you 
be so kind as to get a crab for us?’ 

Monsieur Luzhin grinned. 

‘Do you mean “look lively !” or alive one?’ he asked. 

The countess failed to understand him. ‘ Mais oui, 
a crab,” she repeated, ‘ une écrevisse? 

‘What, what’s that? A crab? A crab?” Countess S. 
sternly intervened. She was annoyed at the absence 
of Monsieur Verdier: she could not understand 
why Irina had not invited that most charming of 
Frenchmen, 


The ruin was past understanding anything, and, 
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besides, her deafness was getting too much for her, so 
she merely shook her head. 

‘ Out, oui, vous allez voir. M’sieur Luzhin, please. ... 

The young traveller bowed, went out of the room, 
and soon came back followed by a waiter who, 
smiling broadly, carried a dish with a big black crab 
on it. 

“Vow, madame!’ Luzhin exclaimed. ‘Now we 
can begin crabbing the crab. Ha-ha-ha!’ (Russians 
ate always the first to laugh at their own witticisms.) 

‘ He-he-he ! °? responded Prince Koko as a patriot 
and champion of all home produce. 

(We beg the readers not to be surprised or indig- 
nant: who can vouch that he has not applauded even 
worse puns as he sat in the stalls of the Alexandrinsky 
Theatre, infected by its atmosphere?) 

“Merci, merci, said the countess. ‘Alons, allons, 
monsieur Fox, montrez-nous ça? 

The waiter put the dish on a round table. There 
was a slight movement among the guests; several 
heads turned round; only the generals at the card-table 
preserved the sedate dignity of their pose. The 
spiritualist ruffled his hair, frowned, and approaching 
the table began making passes in the air. The crab 
stirred, backed, and raised its claws. The spiritualist 
made the passes quicker and more frequently: the 
ctab behaved as before. 

“ Mais que doit-elle done faire?’ the countess asked. 

‘ Elle dod rester immobile et se dresser sur sa quiou, 
Mr. Fox answered with a strong American accent, 
waving his hands convulsively over the dish; 
but magnetism had no effect, the crab went on 
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moving. The spiritualist declared that it was one of 
his bad days, and turned away from the table, looking 
annoyed. The countess tried to console him, saying 
that Home himself had similar failures.... Prince 
Kokó confirmed her words. ‘The authority on the 
Talmud: and the Revelation went up to the table on 
the quiet and making quick and vigorous thrusts with 
his fingers also tried his luck, but it was no good: the 
crab showed no signs of catalepsy. Then the waiter 
was called in and asked to carry the crab away. He 
did so with the same broad grin and was heard to 
guffaw behind the door. Afterwards they laughed a 
great deal im the kitchen aber diese Russen. 

During the experiment with the crab the ‘born 
genius * went on striking chords at the piano,, chiefly 
in a minor key, for one can never tell what effect 
a thine may have; now he played his invariable waltz, 
received, of course, with most flattering approval. 
Moved by tivalry, Count X, out incomparable 
dilettante (see Chapter I), ‘ recited a chansonnette of 
his own invention, filched entirely from Offenbach. 
Its playful refrain to the words ‘ Quel euf? quel bauf ?? 
made almost all the ladies move their heads right 
and left to measure: one actually gave a slight moan 
of delight and the irrefutable, inevitable word * Char- 
mant! Charmant!’ was on the lips of all. Irina 
exchanged looks with Litvinov and again that secret, 
mocking expression played round her mouth. It 
was still more pronounced and indeed grew almost 
malicious when a little later Prince Kokó, the cham- 
pion and representative of the rights of nobility; 
took it into his head to expound his ideas to the 
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spiritualist. Of course, he immediately made use of 
his famous phrase about the foundations of private 
property being shaken in Russia and said a few un- 
pleasant things about democracy. ‘The spiritualist’s 
American blood was roused: he began to argue. The 
prince, as usual,.at once started shouting forall he was 
worth, continually repeating, instead of any arguments, 
“Crest absurde! cela na pas le sens commun!’ The 
millionaire Finikov began making insulting remarks 
all round; the Talmudist’s voice became a squeak, 
the Countess S. almost screeched. ... In short there. 
was the same kind of absurd uproar as at Gubaryov’s, 
except that there was no beer-and no tobacco smoke, 
and the people were better dressed. Ratmitov tried 
to restore peace (the generals expressed displeasure, 
Boris was heard to exclaim: ‘ Encore cette satanée 
politique!’) but met with no success. “One of the 
guests, a high official of the mildly insidious variety, 
undertook to make ‘/e résumé de la question en peu de 
mots,’ and he failed also; indeed it could not have been 
otherwise, for he obviously did not himself grasp 
what /a question was, hesitated, repeated himself, and 
was utterly incapable of either listening to objections 
or understanding them. To make matters worse 
Irina slyly goaded on the disputants and set them 
against one another, continually turning round to 
Litvinov and slightly nodding to him.... And he sat 
there like one bewitched, hearing nothing, and only 
waiting for another flash from those magnificent 
eyes, for another glimpse of that pale, tender, malicious, 
charming face... . 

Finally, the ladies rebelled and demanded that the 
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discussion should stop. Ratmiroy persuaded the 
dilettante to repeat his chansonnette, and the “born 
genius’ played his waltz once mote. 

Litvinov stayed till past midnight and was the last 
to leave. In the course of the evening the conversa- 
tion touched upon a number of topics, carefully 
avoiding anything in the least interesting. The 
generals joined in it majestically when they had finished 
their majestic game; the influence of those statesmen 
made itself felt at once. The conversation turned to 
the stars of the Parisian demi-monde whose names and 
talents proved to be well known to evety one; they 
talked of the last play by Sardou, a novel by About, 
of Patti in Le Traviata. Someone offered to play 
‘ post,” au secrétaire, but that was not a success. Many 
of the answers were flat and not without grammatical 
mistakes. The stout general told of how he once had 
answered the question ‘ Oy’est ce que lamour?” by 
saying “Une colique remontée au ceur,’ and immediately 
laughed his wooden laugh; the ruin struck him 
sharply on the hand with her fan; a piece of make-up 
was shaken off her forehead by this sudden movement. 
The withered toadstool said something about the 
Slav principalities and the need for Orthodox propa- 
ganda beyond the Danube, but evoking no response 
hissed and subsided. On the whole they talked most 
about Home; the ‘Queen of the Wasps’ herself 
described how she saw hands creeping over her and 
how she put her own ting on the finger of one of 
them. 

It was indeed a triumph for Irina: even if Litvinov 
had paid more attention to what was being said, he 
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could not have picked out a single sincere word, a 
single sensible idea or new fact from all that dull and 
incoherent babble. There was no real excitement 
in their shouts and exclamations, no passion in their 
censure: only sometimes the fear of financialloss found 
vent in a querulous squeak escaping from under the 
mask of public-spirited indignation or contemptuous 
indifference; and a few names that will be gratefully 
remembered by posterity were uttered with gnashing 
of teeth.... And not a drop of living water under 
all this litter and rubbish! What stale trash, what 
wotthless trifles, what barren futilities occupied all 
those hearts and minds—and not only on that 
particular evening, not only in society, but in their 
homes, at all days and hours, throughout the breadth 
and depth of their existence! And, at bottom, 
what ignotance! What lack of understanding of 
all that human life is built upon and of all that 
adorns it! 

Taking leave of Litvinov Irina again pressed 
his hand and whispered significantly: “Well? Are 
you satisfied? Have you seen enough? Fine, isn’t 
it?’ He did not answer but only made a low and 
silent bow. 

Left alone with her husband Irina was about to go 
into her bedroom. ... He stopped her. 

‘Je vous ai beaucoup admiré ce soir, madame, he 
said, leaning against the mantlepiece and lighting a 
cigarette. ‘ Vous vous ftes parfaitement moquée de nous 
tous.’ 

‘Pas plus cette fois-ci que les autres,’ she answered 


indifferently. 
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‘ How am I to understand that?’ Ratmirov asked. 
CAS you like.’ | 
‘Hm. C'est clair’? With a careful cat-like move 

ment Ratmirov shook off his cigarette ash with the 

long nail of his little fnger. ‘ By the way, that new 
friend of yours—what’s his name? ... Mr. Litvinov 

—has probably the reputation of being highly intelli- 

gent.’ 

At Litvinow’s name Irina quickly turned round. 

‘ What do you mean? ’ 

The general smiled ironically. 

` He is very silent—evidently afraid to compromise 
himself.’ 

Irina smiled too, but in a different way. 

‘ Better be silent than talk . . . like some people.’ 
` Attrapé!’ Ratmitov said with assumed humility. 
‘ But joking apart, he has a very interesting face. 
Such a... such an intent expression . . . and, indeed, 
his whole bearing.... Yes.’ The general straightened 
his cravat, and throwing back his head looked at his 
Own moustache. ‘I expect he is a republican, like 
that other friend of yours, Mr. Potugin; he’s one of 
| those tongue-tied intelligent people too.’ 

Irina slowly raised her eyebrows over her light, 
wide open eyes and slightly pursed up her lips. 

‘ What’s the point of your saying this, Valerian 
Vladimirovitch?’ she said with apparent sympathy. — 
‘It’s simply wasting your shot in the air.... We 
ate not in Russia and no one heats you.’ 

Ratmitoy winced. 

‘It’s not only my opinion, Irina Pavlovna,’ he 
said in an unexpectedly high-pitched guttural voice; 
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‘other people too think that that gentleman looks like 
a revolutionary.’ 

“Indeed? And who are those others? ’ 

‘Why, Boris, for instance ; 

‘What? Did that man too think fit to express an 
opinion?’ Irina moved her shoulders as though 
shrinking from the cold and softly passed the tips of 
her fingers over them. 

‘That man... yes, that man.... Allow me to 
observe that you seem to be angry, Irina Pavlovna, 
and you know yourself, if one is angry 

‘ Angry? Why should I be?’ 

‘I don’t know; perhaps you’ve been upset by the 
remark I’ve ventured to make, about 

Ratmirov hesitated. 

‘ About what?’ Irina asked. ‘ Please, no irony and 
be quick, I am tired and sleepy.’ She took up the 
candle from the table. “What is itr’ 

‘Why, about that Mr. Litvinov. Since there isn’t 
the slightest doubt now that you’re greatly interested 
in him 4 

Irina raised the hand in which she held the candle- 
stick, so that the flame of the candle was on the level 
with her husband’s face, and, looking into his eyes 
attentively and almost with curiosity, suddenly burst 
out laughing. 

‘What’s the matter?’ Ratmirov asked with a frown. 
Irina went on laughing. 

‘But what is it?’ he asked, stamping his foot. He 
felt stung, insulted, and at the same time the beauty 
of this woman who stood before him so lightly and 
confidently struck him against his will—it tortured 
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him. He saw the whole of her, all her charms, down 
to the rosy gloss of the elegant nails on the slender 
fingers that firmly clasped the dark bronze of the 
heavy candlestick—even that gloss did not escape his 
eye . .. and the injury sank deeper and deeper into 
his heart. Irina was still laughing. 

‘What? You? Youare jealous?’ she uttered at last, 
and turning her back on her husband went out of the 
room. “ He is jealous!” he heard her say behind the 
doors, and her laugh rang out again. 

Ratmitov followed her gloomily with his eyes— 
and once more he could not help noticing the be- 
witching grace of her figure, of all her movements. 
Crushing his cigarette against the marble mantelpiece 
he flung it far away from him. His cheeks suddenly 
turned pale, a spasm passed over his chin, and his 
eyes, dull and savage, scanned the floor as though 
looking for something. His face lost all semblance 
of refinement. It must have worn a similar expression 
when he was flogging the peasants in White Russia. 

Litvinov meanwhile returned to his room and 
sitting down in front of the table and resting his head 
on his hands remained motionless. At last he stood 
up, opened a drawer, and taking out his pocket-book 
drew out of an inner pocket Tatyana’s photograph. 
Altered and, as usual, aged by the photograph, her 
face looked at him mournfully. Litvinoy’s betrothed 
was a girl of Great-Russian stock, fair-haired, rather 
plump, and with somewhat heavy features but with a 
wonderful expression of goodness and gentleness in 
the intelligent hazel eyes, and a white, tender brow on 
which a ray of sunshine seemed to rest. Litvinov 
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Lirvinov did not sleep all night and did not undress. 
He felt very unhappy. Asan honest and conscientious 
man he understood the importance of obligations and 
the sacredness of duty; he would have been ashamed 
to prevaricate with himself about his weakness, his 
failure. At first a kind of stupor came upon him; 
he could not free himself from the oppressive weight 
of one vague, half-conscious feeling. Then he was 
possessed by horror at the thought that the future, 
the future he had almost won for himself, was again 
lost in darkness, that his house, his secure, freshly 
built house, suddenly tottered.... He began reproach- 
ing himself pitilessly, but pulled himself up at once. 
“That’s weak of me,’ he thought. ‘It’s not a time 
fot reproaches, I must act. Tanya is my betrothed, 
she has trusted my love, my honour, we are bound 
together for life and cannot, must not,’ part. 

He vividly pictured to himself all Tatyana’s qualities, 
he dwelt upon them and counted them over; he tried 
to rouse love and tenderness in himself. ‘ The only 
thing that remains,’ he thought again, ‘is to run 
away, at once, without waiting for her arrival, to 
hasten to meet her. I may suffer, I may be wretched 
with Tanya—though that’s unlikely—but anyway I 
mustn't think of that; I must do my duty, even if I die 
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after it? ‘But you have no right to deceive her,’ 
another voice whispered to him. ‘ You have no right 
to conceal from her the change in your feelings; may- 
be she will not want to be your wife when she knows 
that you have fallen in love with another woman.’ 
‘Nonsense, nonsense!’ he retorted, ‘that’s mere 
sophistry, shameful prevarication, false conscientious- 
ness; I have no right not to keep my word, that’s 
certain. Very well—then I must leave here without 
seeing the thei. 67 

But when he said that his heart ached with anguish 
and he felt cold, physically cold; a momentary shiver 
ran down his body and his teeth chattered. He 
stretched himself and yawned as though in a fever. 
Without dwelling on his last idea, stifling it and 
turning away from it, he began wondering how he 
could again. .. again fall in love with that spoiled 
society woman in her hateful, hostile surroundings. 
He tried to ask himself: ‘ But come, are you really in 
love?’ and at once dismissed the question with a wave 
of his hand. He was still wondering and marvelling, 
and meanwhile, as though from soft and fragrant 
mists, the enchanting image rose before him, the 
long silky lashes were lifted—and the magical eyes 
gently and irresistibly pierced his heart, the voice rang 
out sweetly, and the resplendent shoulders, the 
shoulders of a young queen, breathed of freshness and 
languorous ardour. 


Towards morning a decision had ripened in Lit- 
vinov’s mind. He resolved to leave that very day and 
go to meet Tatyana, to see Irina for the last time, tell 
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her, if necessary, the whole truth—and part from her 
for ever. 

He put his things in order and packed them, 
waited till twelve o’clock, and went to Itina’s. But 
at the sight of her half-curtained windows his heatt 
failed him... he had not the spirit to go into the 
hotel. He took several turns up and down the 
Lichtenthal Avenue. ‘My respects to Mr. Litvinov!” 
an ironical voice called from the top of a rapidly 
moving dogcart. Litvinov raised his eyes and saw 
General Ratmiroy sitting next to Prince M., the well- 
known sportsman, keen on English horses and 
cattiages. The prince was driving, and the general, 
bending over to one side, was holding his hat high 
above his head and grinning. Litvinov bowed to 
him and immediately, as though obeying a secret 
command, ran to Irina’s. 

She was at home. He sent in his name and was 
received at once. When he came in she was standing 
in the middle of the room. She was wearing a 
morning dress with wide open sleeves; her face, pale 
as yesterday, but not as fresh, looked tired: the 
languid smile with which she welcomed her guest 
made this more apparent, She held out her hand 
to him and looked at him kindly, but absent- 
mindedly. 

Thank you for coming,’ she said in a plaintive 
voice, sinking into an arm-chair. ‘I am not quite 
well to-day; I had a bad night. Well, what do you 
say about last night? Wasn’t I right? ” 

Litvinov sat down. 

‘T’ve come to you, Irina Pavlovna 





” he began. 
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She instantly drew herself up and turned to him: 
her eyes fixed him intently. 

‘What’s the matter with you?’ she exclaimed. 
‘You are pale as death—you are ill. What is it?’ 

Litvinov was confused. 

‘ What’s the matter with me, Irina Pavlovna?’ 

‘ Have you had bad news? Has something dreadful 
happened? Tell me, tell me... .’ 

Litvinoy in his turn looked at Irina. 

‘I’ve had no bad news,’ he brought out with some 
effort, “but something dreadful really has happened, 
a great misfortune—and that’s what’s brought me 
here, 

‘A misfortune? What misfortune?’ 

‘Why, this——’ 

Litvinov wanted to go on, but he could not. He 
only clenched his hands so that his fingers cracked. 
Irina bent forward and seemed turned to stone. 

“Oh, I love you!’ broke out at last in a stifled 
moan from Litvinov’s breast, and he turned away as 
though wishing to hide his face. 

“What, Grigory Mihailitch, you > Trina could 
not finish the sentence either, and leaning back in the 
chait raised both her hands to her eyes. ‘ You— 
love me?’ : 

“Yes s,s yes. ein VES... «> he tepeated with exas= 
peration, turning his face away more and more. 

All was still in the room: a stray butterfly was 
. fluttering its wings as it struggled between the curtain 
and the window-pane. 

Litvinov was the first to speak. 

‘That, Irina Pavlovna, he began, ‘that is the 
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misfortune which... has befallen me. I ought to 
have foreseen and avoided it, had I not been caught in 
the whirlpool all of a sudden, as in those Moscow days. 
Evidently the fates willed that I should suffer once 
more, and again through you, the torments which, 
one would have thought, had been done with for ever. 
It was with good reason that I resisted . . . tried to 
resist; but, apparently, there’s no escaping one’s fate. 
I am telling you all this so as to make haste and end 
this . . . tragic comedy,’ he added with a new access of 
exaspetation and shame. 

Litvinov was silent again; the butterfly was strug- 
gling and fluttering as before. Irina did not take her 
hands away from her face. 

‘And you ate sure you’te not mistaken?’ her 
whisper came from under those white, almost bloodless 
hands. 

‘ lam not mistaken,’ Litvinov answered in a toneless 
voice. ‘I love you as I’ve never loved any one but 
you. I wont reproach you, that would be too 
absurd; I won’t repeat to you that perhaps nothing 
of this would have happened had you treated me 
differently.... Of course, I alone am to blame, my 
self-confidence ruined me; it serves me right, and 
you could not possibly have expected it. Of course 
_ it hasn’t occurred to you that it would have been far 
safer for me had you been less conscious of having 
wronged me—as you fancy you did—and less 
anxious to make up for it . . . but what’s done can’t be 
undone. I merely wanted to explain my position to 
you—it’s hard enough as it is. . . at any tate there 
will be no more misunderstandings, as you put it, and 
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I hope the frankness of my confession will make you 
feel less offended with me than you are bound to 
feels; 

Litvinov spoke without raising his eyes; and even if 
he had looked at Irina he could not have seen her 
expression, for she was still covering her face with her 
hands. But the changes that passed over it would 
probably have surprised him: there was fear in her 
face, and joy, and anxiety, and a kind of blissful ex- 
haustion; her eyes shone faintly from under drooping 
eyelids, and her uneven, drawn-out breath was chill 
upon her parched, half-open lips. 

Litvinov paused, waiting for a response, for a 
sound.... There was nothing. 

‘ The only thing left me,’ he began again, ‘ is to go 
away. I’ve come to say good-bye.’ 

Irina slowly dropped her hands on her knees. ‘ But 
if I remember rightly, Grigory Mihailitch,’ she began, 
‘ the—the person you mentioned was to have come 
here. Aren’t you expecting her?’ 


‘Yes; but I’ll write to her... she will stop some- 
where on the way... say, at Heidelberg.’ 
vA, at Heidelberge... Xes if sanicce place. >. 


But all this must be upsetting your plans. Are you 
sure, Grigory Mihailitch, that you don’t exaggerate, 
et que ce west pas une fausse alarme?’ 

Irina spoke quietly and almost coldly, pausing 
occasionally and looking away, at the window. 
Litvinov did not answer her last question. 

‘Only why did you speak of my being offended? ? 
she went on. ‘I am not...oh, no! And if either 
of us is to blame, it’s certainly not you; not you 
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alone.... Recall our last conversations and you will 
see it wasn’t your fault.’ 

‘I’ve never doubted your magnanimity,’ Litvinov 
said through his teeth, ‘but I’d like to know if you 
approve of my intention.’ 

‘To go away?’ 

PES. 

Irina was still looking away from him. 

‘At first your decision seemed to me premature... 
but now I’ve thought over what you said... and if 
you really are not mistaken, I think you ought to go. 
It will be better so . . . better for both of us.’ 

Irina’s voice gtew lower and lower and she spoke 
more and more slowly. 

‘General Ratmirov might certainly notice——’ 
Litvinov began. Irina looked down again, and a 
Strange flicker passed over her lips for an instant. 

‘No you didn’t understand me,’ she interrupted 
him. ‘I wasn’t thinking of my husband. Why 
should I? There wouldn’t have been anything for 
him to notice. But I repeat; parting is essential for 
us both,’ 

Litvinov picked up his hat that had fallen on the 
floor. ‘ All is over,’ he thought, ‘I must go. So 
it remains to me to bid you good-bye, Irina Pavlovna,’ 
he said aloud, and a dread came upon him, as though 
he was going to pass sentence on himself. ‘ All I 
may hope for is that you will not remember evil 
against me...and that if we ever ; 

Irina interrupted him again. 

‘Wait, Grigory Mihailitch, don’t say good-bye to 
me yet. It would þe too sudden.’ 
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Something seemed to give way in Litvinov but 
burning bitterness flooded his heart again with re- 
doubled force. 

‘But I can’t stay!’ he cried out. ‘What’s the good? 
Why prolong this misery?’ 

‘Don’t say good-bye to me yet,’ Irina repeated. ‘I 
must see you once more.... Another such dumb 
parting as in Moscow...no, I don’t want that. 
You can go now, but you must promise me, prc mise 
on your honour, that you won’t go without seeing me 
again.’ 

You wish it?’ 

‘I insist on it. If you go away without saying 
good-bye to me, I shall never, never forgive it to you, 
do you hear: never! It’s strange,’ she added as 
though to herself, ‘I can’t believe that I am in Baden 
... 1 keep fancying I am in Moscow.... Go.’ 

Litvinov got up. 

‘Irina Pavlovna, give me your hand,’ he said. 

Irina shook her head. 

‘I told you I don’t want to say good-bye.’ 

‘It isn’t to say good-bye that I ask for it... ? 

Irina stretched out her hand, but after looking at 
Litvinov—fot the first time after his avowal—she 
drew it back. . 

‘No, no,’ she whispered, ‘I won’t give you my 
hand. No...no. You must go.’ 

Litvinov bowed and went out. He could not know 
why Irina refused him the last friendly hand-shake. . . . 
He could not know what it was she feared. 

He went out, and Irina sank into the arm-chair once 
mote and again covered her face with her hands. 
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Litvinov did not go home: he went to the hills 
and getting into a thicket of trees threw himself on the 
ground, face downwards, and lay there for about an 
hour. He did not fret or weep; he seemed to swoon 
slowly and painfully. He had never experienced 
anything like it: it was an unendurable gnawing 
sensation of emptiness, emptiness within and without, 
all around him. ... He thought neither of Irina nor of 
Tatyana. All he felt was that the blow had fallen and 
life was snapped in two like a cord, and he was caught 
and cattied away by something cold and unknown. 
Sometimes he fancied that a whirlwind had swooped 
down upon him and he was conscious of the rapid 
beating and the tempestuous impact of its dark 
wings.... But his decision was unshaken. To remain 
in Baden... that was out of the question. In his 
mind he had left it already: he was already sitting in 
a noisy and smoky railway carriage, running away, 
away, into the dumb and desolate distance. He sat 
up at last and leaning his head against a tree remained 
motionless, except that he unconsciously took hold 
with one hand of a topmost frond of bracken and 
moved it rhythmically to and fro. 

The sound of approaching footsteps roused him 
from his stupor: two charcoal-burners with big sacks 
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steep footpath. ‘It’s time,’ Litvinov whispered, and, 
following them, walked into the town. He turned 
in the direction of the railway station and sent off a 
telegram to Tatyana’s aunt, Kapitolina Markovna, 
saying that he was leaving at once and asking them to 
meet him at Schrader’s Hotel at Heidelberg. ‘1 may 
as well end it at once,’ he thought, “it’s no use putting 
it off till to-morrow.’ ‘Then he went into the gambling- 
hall, looked with dull curiosity into two or three 
gamblers’ faces, noticed in the distance Bindasov’s 
detestable head, Pishchalkin’s irreproachable coun- 
tenance, and after standing for a little while in the 
colonnade, walked leisurely to Irina’s. It was not 
under the influence of a sudden involuntary impulse 
that he went to her; having decided to go away, he 
also decided to keep his promise to her and see her 
once more. He entered the hotel unnoticed by the 
hall-porter, walked up the stairs not meeting any one, 
and without knocking at the door mechanically 
pushed it open and walkedin. Irina was in the room, 
in the same dress, in the same arm-chair, in the same 
position as he had left her three hours before. One 
could see she had not got up or moved all this time. 
She slowly raised her head and, seeing Litvinov, 
shuddered all over and clutched at the arm of the 
chair. ‘ You frightened me,’ she whispered. 

Litvinov gazed at her in silent amazement. The 
expression of her face, of her lustreless eyes, gave him 
a shock. 

Irina smiled with an effort and tidied her loosened 
hair.’ $ It’s nothing- L really dont know 22-4 
think I must have fallen asleep.’ 
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‘ Excuse my coming unannounced,’ Litvinov began, 
‘I wanted to fulfil the request you chose to make. As 
I am going away to-day i 

‘To-day? But I believe you said you were going to 
write a letter first i 

“I sent a telegram.’ 

‘Ah! You thought fit to hurry. And when are 
you going? At what time, I mean?’ 

* At seven in the evening.’ 

‘Ah, atseven! And you’ve come to say good-bye?’ 

‘ Yes, to say good-bye.’ 

Irina paused. 

‘I must thank you, Grigory Mihailitch; you 
probably didn’t find it easy to come here.’ 

‘ No, not easy at all, Irina Pavlovna.’ 

‘ Life isn’t easy altogether, is it? What do you 
think? ’ 

“That depends.’ 

Irina paused again; she seemed lost in thought. 

‘You have proved your friendship for me by 
coming,’ she brought out at last. ‘Thank you. And 
altogether I approve of your decision to end every- 
thing as soon as possible . . . because every delay ... 
because . . . because I—I whom you’ve accused of 
coquetry and called a comedian—that, I believe, was 
the word you used? ’ 

Itina got up quickly and moving to another chair, 
bent down, and pressed her hands and face to the edge 
of the table. | 

‘ Because I love you...’ she whispered through 
her’ clenched fingers. Litvinov staggered as though 
someone had struck him in the chest. Irina dejectedly 
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turned her head away from him as though now she, 
too, wanted to hide her face from him, and rested it 
against the table. 

‘ Yes, I love you . . . I love you... and you know 
it.’ 

‘I? I know it?’ Litvinov brought out at last. 

‘ Well, and now you see,’ Irina went on, ‘ that you 
really must go away, that you mustn’t delay . . . neither 
you nor I can afford to delay. It’s dangerous, it’s 
frightening. ... Good-bye!’ she added impulsively, 
getting up from her chair. ‘Good-bye!’ 

She took a few steps towards her boudoir door and 
stretching out her hand behind her, rapidly moved it 
in the air as though wishing to meet and press Lit- 
vinov’s hand; but he stood at a distance, rooted to the 
spot. She said once more: ‘ Good-bye, forget me,’ 
and without looking back rushed out of the room. 

Litvinov was left alone, but could not recover his 
senses. He came to himself at last, and walking with 
quick steps to the boudoir door called Irina’s name 
once, twice, three times.... He had his hand on 
the door handle when he heard General Ratmirov’s 
sonorous voice at the front door of the hotel. 

Litvinov pulled down his hat over his eyes and 
went out. The elegant general was standing in front 
of the hall-porter’s lobby, explaining to the man in bad 
German that he wanted to hire a carriage for the whole 
of the day. Seeing Litvinov he again expressed his 
‘ respects ° and raised his hat unnaturally high over 
his head; he was obviously making fun of him, 
but Litvinov had no thoughts to spare for that. 
He scarcely returned Ratmirov’s greeting, and, on 
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reaching his lodging, stopped in front of his port- 
manteau, which was already packed and fastened. His 
head was reeling and his heart vibrated like a string. 
What was he to do? And could he have foreseen it? 

Yes, he had foreseen it, incredible as it seemed. It 
came like a thunderbolt, but he had foreseen it though 
he did not dare to confess it to himself. Though 
_ indeed he knew nothing for certain. Everything in 
him was entangled and confused; he lost the thread of 
his own thoughts. He recalled Moscow, he recalled 
how then, too, ‘it’? came upon him like a sudden 
stot. He was breathless: ecstasy, but hopeless and 
_comfortless, was raging in his heart and almost 
choking him. He would not for anything in the 
world have agreed that Irina’s words had remained 
unsaid ...and yet those words could not alter his 
decision. It was unshakable as before and stood 
firm like an anchor. Litvinov lost the thread of his 
thoughts... yes; but his will was still his own and 
he disposed of himself as of another man, his subor- 
dinate. He rang for the waiter, asked for his bill, 
reserved a seat in the evening omnibus; he deliberately 
cut off every avenue of escape. ‘ Even if I die after- 
wards, he said to himself over and over again as he 
had done during his sleepless night; that phrase 
particularly pleased him. ‘ Even if I die afterwards,’ 
he repeated walking slowly up and down the room. 
But now and again Itina’s words invaded his heart 
and burned it as with fire, and then he involuntarily | 
closed his eyes and held his breath. “ Evidently one 
cannot love twice,’ he thought, ‘another life has 
entered into you, you’ve let it in—and you can’t get 
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rid of the poison to the end of your life, you cannot 
break those bonds! Thats so, but what of it? 
Happiness ...but is it possible? You love her, 
that s truer -and she...) she loves you... 

But at this point he had to take himself in hand 
again. Just as a traveller on a dark night, afraid of 
losing his way, does not lose sight for a moment of a 
light he sees in the distance, so Litvinov constantly 
fixed his attention on one point, on one aim. To 
appear before his betrothed, or rather (he tried not to 
think of his betrothed) to appear in the room of the 
Heidelberg hotel—that was his lodestar, his guiding 
light. What would happen afterwards he did not 
know and did not want to know.... One thing was 
certain: he was not coming back. ‘Even if I die 
afterwards,’ he repeated for the tenth time and glanced 
at the clock. 

A quarter past six! How long he still had to wait! 
He began pacing up and down the room again. The 
sun was about to set, the sky above the trees glowed 
red, and crimson twilight streamed through the 
narrow windows into his darkened room. Suddenly 
Litvinov fancied that the door behind him opened 
quickly and noiselessly, and closed as quickly... he 
turned round: a woman wrapped in a black cloak was 
standing by the door.... 

“Trina!” he cried clasping his hands. 

She raised her head and fell upon his breast. 


Two hours later he was sitting on the sofa in his 
room. His portmanteau, unpacked and empty, stoodin 
the corner, and on the table, among his things scattered 
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in disorder, lay a letter from ‘Tatyana which had only 
just come. She wrote to say that as her aunt had 
completely recovered, they had decided to leave 
Dresden sooner than they had thought, and, all being 
well, would arrive at Baden at twelve o’clock the 
following day; they hoped that he would meet them 
at the station. Litvinov had already engaged rooms 
for them in his hotel. 

That same evening he sent a note to Irina, and the 
following morning received an answer from her. ‘A 
day sooner or a day later,’ she wrote, ‘it was inevit- 
able. And I repeat to you what I said yesterday: my 
life is in your hands, do with me what you will. I 
don’t want to hamper your freedom, but I want to 
tell you that if need be I will throw up everything and 
follow you to the ends of the earth. We shall see 
each other to-mottow, shan’t we? Your Irina.’ 

The last two words were written in a large, 
sweeping, resolute hand. 


XVII 


By twelve o’clock on 18th August Litvinov was 
among the people gathered at the railway station. 
Shortly before he arrived there he met Irina: she was 
sitting in an open carriage with her husband and 
another gentleman. She saw Litvinov and he noticed 
it; her eyes grew dark for an instant, but she immedi- 
ately screened herself from him with her parasol. 

A strange change had taken place in him since the 
day before—in his whole appearance, his movements, 
his expression. His self-confidence had disappeared 
and so had his serenity and his self-respect; nothing 
remained of his former state of mind. ‘The recent, 
unforgettable impressions had blotted out all the rest. 
A sensation he had never experienced before took 
hold of him, powerful, sweet—and disturbing; a 
mysterious guest had entered his sanctuary, gained 
possession of it, and silently lay down in it at full 
length, like an owner in a new abode. Litvinov was 
no longer ashamed—he was afriad, and at the same 
time a desperate coutage burned up within him; the 
vanquished, the captured are familiar with this mix- 
ture of contradictory feelings; the thief too knows 
something of it after his first robbery. And Litvinov 
had been vanquished, vanquished suddenly... and 
what had become of his honesty? 

The train was several minutes late. Litvinov’s 
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suspense tutned into anguish: he could not stand still, 
and, pale as death, moved about jostling among the 
crowd. “Good God,’ he thought, “if only I could 
have another twenty-four hours!...’ His first glance 
at ‘Tanya, her first glance at him—that was what 
frightened him, that was what he wanted to get over 
as soon as possible.... And then? And then—come 
what may!... He no longer made any resolutions, 
he no longer answered for himself. His phrase of 
yesterday flashed painfully through his mind.... 
And this was how he was meeting Tanya! 

A prolonged whistle was heard at last, and heavy 
rumbling that increased in intensity with every minute. 
The tailway engine appeared tolling slowly round a 
bend in the line. ‘The crowd moved forward to meet 
it, and Litvinov followed, with dragging footsteps 
like one condemned. Faces, ladies’ hats showed 
from carriage windows, a white handkerchief waved 
from one of them... Kapitolina Markovna was 
waving it... all was over: she had seen Litvinov and 
he tecognized her. The train stopped. Litvinov 
tushed to the catriage door and opened it: Tatyana 
was standing near her aunt and holding out her hand 
to him with a bright smile. 

He helped them both out of the cartiage, said a 
few vague and unfinished words of welcome, and at 
once busied himself with their tickets, travelling bags, 
and rugs, tan to fetch a porter, hired a carriage; other 
people were bustling around him and he was glad of 
their presence, of the noise and the shouting. ‘Tatyana 
stood a little aside and, still smiling, waited calmly 
for the end of his hurried arrangements. Kapitolina 
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Markovna, on the contrary, could not stand still: she 
hardly believed that she actually was at Baden after all. 
She suddenly called out: ‘Our parasols! Tanya, 
where are the parasols?’ not noticing that she was 
holding them fast under her arm. Then she began 
loudly and at length saying good-bye to a lady with 
whom she had made friends on the way from Heidel- 
berg to Baden. ‘That lady was no other than our old 
acquaintance, Madame Suhanchikoy. She had been 
to Heidelberg to pay homage to Gubatyov and 
returned with “instructions” from him. Kapitolina ~ 
Markovna wore a rather peculiar speckled mantle and 
a round, mushroom-shaped travelling hat; her short 
white hair fell from under it in disorder. Small and 
thin, she was flushed from the journey and talked 
Russian in a piercing sing-song voice.... She 
immediately attracted attention. 

Litvinov at last settled her and Tatyana in a carriage 
and sat down opposite to them. The horses set off. 
Questions wete asked, handshakes renewed, smiles 
and words of welcome exchanged.... Litvinov 
breathed freely: the first moments passed off safely. 
Nothing in him, apparently, had surprised or confused 
Tanya: her gaze was as clear and trustful as ever, she 
blushed as charmingly and laughed as good-naturedly. 
He ventured at last to look at her, not casually and 
sideways, but straight and attentively: hitherto his eyes 
had not obeyed him. Involuntary tenderness gripped 
his heart: the serenity of her open, honest. face was 
like a bitter reproach to him. ‘ Here, you have come, 
poor girl,’ he thought, ‘ you whom I called and ez- 
pected so eagerly, with whom I meant to pass the 
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rest of my life, you’ve come, you’ve trusted me... 
and I...andI...’ he bowed his head; but Kapi- 
tolina Markovna gave him no time to think: she 
bombarded him with questions. 

‘ What is that building with the pillars? Where do 
they play roulette? Who is that going past? Tanya, 
Tanya, look, what crinolines! And who is that? I 
expect most of them here are Frenchwomen from 
Paris. Goodness me, what a hat! Can one find 
everything in the shops here, as in Paris? Oh, what 
an excellent, intelligent woman I’ve just met! You 
know her, Grigory Mihailitch; she told me she had 
met you at a Russian friend’s, also remarkably clever. 
She promised to come and see us. The way she runs 
down those aristocrats is simply fine! Who is that 
gentleman with the grey moustache? The King of 
Prussia? ‘Tanya, Tanya, look, it’s the King of 
Prussia ! Nor isn’t it? The Dutch ambassador? 
I can’t hear, the wheels rattle so. Oh, what lovely 
trees | 

‘Yes, aunt, lovely,’ Tanya agreed. ‘And how 
gay and green everything is here! Isn’t it, Grigory 
Mihailitch? ’ 

‘ Very gay,’ he answered through his teeth. 

The carriage stopped at last before the hotel. 
Litvinov accompanied both ladies to the room that 
had been reserved for them, promised to call in an 
hour’s time, and returned to his room. The enchant- 
ment that had been lulled for a moment possessed 
him again as soon as he entered the door. There, in 
that room, Irina reigned since the day before; every- 
thing spoke of her, and the air itself seemed to have 
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preserved secret traces of her presence.... Litvinov 
felt himself again to be her slave. He pulled out her 
handkerchief hidden on his breast, pressed his lips to 
it, and ardent memories spread like a subtle poison 
through his veins.... He understood that there was 
for him no going back, no choice; the sorrowful 
tenderness Tatyana had aroused in him melted like 
snow in the fire; and remorse died down... so much 
so that his very agitation subsided and the possibility 
of deception came into his mind without revolting 
him. .... Love, Irina s love—that was now his truth, 
his law, his conscience.... Litvinov, always cautious 
and sensible, did not stop to reflect how he could 
escape from a situation, the horror and hideousness of 
which he felt but slightly and as it were from outside. 

An hour had not passed when the waiter, sent by 
the newly arrived ladies, appeared before Litvinov: 
they were asking him to join them in the lounge. He 
followed the messenger and found them already 
dressed and with their hats on. Both expressed a 
wish to go sight-seeing at once, since the weather was 
lovely. Kapitolina Markovna was simply burning 
with impatience; she was actually vexed when she 
heard that it was not yet the hour for the fashionable 
assembly by the Konyersationshaus. Litvinov offered 
her his arm and they set out sight-seeing. Tatyana 
walked by her aunt’s side and looked round with 
calm curiosity. Kapitolina Markovna continued her 
questions. The sight of the roulette, of the imposing 
croupiers whom she certainly would have taken for 
Cabinet ministers had she met them elsewhere, the 
sight of their active little shovels, of the small heaps 
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of gold and silver on the green baize, of the gambling 
old ladies and painted cocottes, reduced Kapitolina 
Markovna to a kind of dumb bewilderment; she quite 
forgot that she ought to feel indignant, and merely 
gazed open-eyed, shuddering each time a new an- 
nouncement was made.... The humming of the 
ivory ball in the centre of the roulette penetrated to 
the marrow of her bones—and only after finding her- 
self in the fresh air again and heaving a deep sigh did 
she feel strong enough to call gambling an immoral 
invention of the aristocracy. A fixed, unpleasant 
smile came on to Litvinov’s lips; he spoke abruptly 
and lazily, as though he were bored ot vexed.... But 
when he turned to Tatyana he was secretly abashed: 
she was looking at him attentively and with an 
expression as though she were asking herself what 
exactly she thoughtofhim. Hehastened to nod to her, 
she nodded back to him, and again she looked at him 
questioningly with some effort as though he were much 
further away from her than he really was. Litvinov took 
his ladies away from the Konversationshaus, and 
passing by the ‘Russian tree,’ under which some of 
their fellow countrywomen were already settled, led 
them towards Lichtenthal. They had no sooner 
reached the avenue than he saw Irina in the distance. 

She was walking towards them with her husband 
and Potugin. Litvinov turned white as a sheet but 
did not slow down his pace and, on meeting her, 
bowed in silence. She too bowed to him amiably 
but coldly and, rapidly scanning Tatyana, glided 


past.... Ratmirov raised his hat, Potugin muttered 
something. 
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‘ Who is that lady? ° Tatyana asked suddenly. She 
had scarcely opened her lips until that moment. 

‘That lady?’ Litvinov repeated. ‘That lady? 
A certain Madame Ratmirov.’ 

‘ Russian? ’ 

TESS 

‘ Have you got to know her here? ’ 

“No; I knew her before.’ 

‘ How beautiful she is!’ 

“Have you noticed her dress?’ Kapitolina Mar- 
kovna intervened. ‘Ten families could have been 
kept for a whole year on the price of her lace alone. 
Was that her husband with her? ’ she asked Litvinov. 

“Yes, her husband.’ 

‘He must be awfully rich? ’ 

‘ I really don’t know; I don’t think so.’ 

‘And what is his rank?’ 

“He is a general.’ 

‘What eyes she has!’ Tatyana remarked, ‘and 
such a strange expression in them: both dreamy and 
penetrating.... I’ve never seen such eyes.’ 

Litvinov made no answer; he fancied he again felt 
on his face Tatyana’s questioning look, but he was 
mistaken: she was looking at the sandy path under 
her feet. 

“Good heavens! Who is that scarecrow?’ Kapi- 
tolina Markovna exclaimed suddenly, pointing to a 
low carriage in which a red-haired, snub-nosed 
woman in extremely luxurious attire and lilac stockings 
was lolling impudently. 

‘That scarecrow! Why, that’s the famous 
Mam/zelle Cora.’ 
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‘< Who?’ 

‘Mamzelle Cora. .. a Patis- = Coleby 

‘What? That pug? But she is hideous?’ 

‘Evidently that’s no obstacle.’ 

Kapitolina Markovna merely threw up her hands. 

“Well, your Baden is a place!’ she uttered at last. 
‘And may one sit down on the seat here? I’m rather 
ttred.: 

‘Of course you may, Kapitolina Markovna.... 
That’s what garden seats are for.’ 

‘But there’s no telling! They say in Paris there 
are also seats on the boulevards, but it’s improper to 
sit down there.’ 

Litvinov made no answer; he grasped only at that 
moment that the place where he had his decisive 
interview with Irina was only two steps away. Then 
he recalled that he had just noticed a small rosy mark 
on het jcheeks o.. 

Kapitolina Markovna sank down on to the seat; 
Tatyana settled next to her. Litvinov remained 
standing; something was happening—or was it only 
his fancyP—between him and Tatyana... gradually 
and unconsciously. 

` Ah, the silly monkey ! ’ said Kaptok Maka 
compassionately shaking her head.. ‘ Why, the cost 
of her clothes would keep not ten but a hundred 
families. Did you notice the diamonds in her red 
hair under her hat? Diamonds in the day-time, what 
do you think of that, eh?’ 

‘ Her hair isn’t red, Litvinov remarked, ‘she dyes 
it red, it’s the fashion now.’ 

Kapitolina Markoyna threw up her hands again; 
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she was actually reduced to silence. ‘ Well,’ she said 
at last, ‘with us in Dresden there’s nothing so scanda- 
lous. It’s further away from Paris, that’s why. 
Don’t you think so, Grigory Mihailitch? ’ 

‘I?’ Litvinov answered while he asked himself, 
‘What is she talking about?’ ‘IP certainly.... Of 
course.’ 

At that moment there was a sound of unhurried 
- footsteps, and Potugin came up to the seat. 

‘How do you do, Grigory Mihailitch?’ he said, 
smiling and nodding. 

Litvinov seized him by the hand at once. 

‘How do you do, how do you do, Sozont Ivanitch? 
I believe I’ve just met you with. . . just now, in the 
avenue.’ 

‘Yes, it was me.’ 

Potugin bowed respectfully to the two ladies. 

< Allow me to introduce you, Sozont Ivanitch. My 
old friends and relatives who have just arrived at 
Baden; Potugin, Sozont Ivanitch, our fellow country- 
man, also a visitor at Baden.’ 

Both ladies rose slightly from the seat. Potugin 
bowed again. 

‘It’s a regular réunion here,’ Kapitolina Markovna 
began in a high-pitched voice; the kind old lady was 
very shy, but tried at all costs to keep up her dignity. 
‘Every one considers it a pleasant duty to visit Baden.’ 

‘Baden certainly is a very pleasant place,’ Potugin 
answered glancing sideways at Tatyana, ‘very 
pleasant,’ 

‘Yes; but much too fashionable, so far as I can 
judge. She and I have been living in Dresden all 
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this time...a very interesting town; but here it 
really is like a réunion.’ | 

‘ She’s taken a fancy tothe word,’ Potugin thought. 
“That’s a very true remark,’ he said aloud, ‘but it’s 
a beautiful spot and the scenery is hard to beat. 
Your companion especially will be sure to appreciate 
it. Isn’t itso, madam?’ he added addressing Tatyana 
directly. 

Tatyana raised her large clear eyes to Potugin. 
She seemed to wonder what was wanted of her and 
why Litvinov introduced her on the very first day. of 
her arrival to this stranger, though he had a good and 
intelligent face and was looking at her with a kind 
and friendly expression. | 

Yes she said at last, ‘it’s very nice here.’ 

‘ You must see the Old Castle,’ Potugin continued, 
‘and I specially advise you to go to Iburg.’ 

‘The Saxon Switzerland ” Kapitolina Markovna 
began. A blast of trumpets resounded down the 
avenue: that was the Prussian military band from 
Rastadt (in 1862 Rastadt was still an allied fortress) 
beginning their weekly concert at the pavilion. 
Kapitolina Markovna got up at once. 

‘ Music!” she said. ‘Music å lz Conversation! We 
must go there. It is past three o’clock now, isn’t it? 
Is it the time when society gathers? ’ 

‘` Yes,’ Potugin answered, ‘it’s the most fashionable 
hour and the music is excellent.’ 

“Well, then there’s no time to waste. Come, 
Tanya.’ l 

‘ Will you allow me to accompany you?’ Potugin 
asked to Litvinov’s considerable surprise: it never 
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entered his head that Potugin had been sent by 
Irina. 

Kapitolina Markovna smiled politely. 

“With the greatest pleasure, M’sieur—M’sieur 

‘Potugin,’ he prompted her and offered her his 
atm. Litvinov offered his to Tatyana and both pairs 
walked towards the Konversationshaus. 

Potugin went on talking to Kapitolina Markovna. 
But Litvinov walked without saying a word, and only, 
once or twice, smiled without any reason and slightly 
pressed Tatyana’s arm. There was falsity in those 
contacts, to which she did not respond, and Litvinov 
was aware of the falsity. They were no longer, as in 
the old days, a mutual confirmation of the close union 
of two hearts devoted to each other, but merely re- 
placed, for the time being, words which he could 
not find. The something unspoken that had begun 
between them grew and gained strength. Tatyana 
again looked at him attentively, almost intently. 

The same thing went on when the four of them sat 
_ down at a small table by the Konversationshaus, the 
only difference being that Litvinov’s silence seemed 
more natural in the noise and bustle of the crowd 
and the clash and thunder of the music. Kapitolina 
Markovna was at the height of excitement; Potugin 
scatcely had time to reply to her and to satisfy her 
curiosity. Fortunately for him there suddenly appeared 
in the crowd the thin figure of Madame Suhanchikov 
with her glittering restless eyes. Kapitolina Markovna 
tecognized her at once, called to her, made her sit 
down at their table—and a regular storm of words 
broke out. 


> 
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Potugin turned to Tatyana and began talking to 
her in a soft, gentle voice, with a friendly expression 
in his face as he slightly bent down to her; and she, 
to her own surprise, answered him freely and easily. 
She enjoyed talking to this unknown man, a complete 
stranger to her, while Litvinov sat still as before, with 
the same fixed and unpleasant smile on his lips. 

It was dinner time at last. The music stopped, the 
crowd grew thinner. Kapitolina Markovna took a 
friendly leave of Madame Suhanchikoy. She had con- 
ceived a great respect for her, though she confessed 
to her niece afterwards that the lady was much too 
embittered—but she did know everything about every 
one! And they certainly ought to get the sewing 
machines as soon as the wedding was overt. 

Potugin said good-bye; Litvinov took his ladies 
home. At the hotel entrance a letter was handed to 
him; he stepped aside and hastily tore open the en- 
velope. The following words were written in pencil 
on a small piece of vellum paper: ‘Come to me at 
seven o’clock to-night for a minute, I implore you. 
Irina.” Litvinov thrust the paper into his pocket and, 
turning round, smiled again—at whom? what for? 
Tatyana was standing with her back to him. | 

Dinner was served at the common table at the hotel. 
Litvinov sat between Kapitolina Markovna and 
Tatyana and, suddenly possessed by a strange anima- 
tion, talked, told anecdotes, poured out wine for 
himself and the ladies. He behaved so exuberantly 
that a French infantry officer from Strasburg with an 
s imperial * and moustache 2 Ja Napoleon III, sitting 
Opposite to him, felt at liberty to take part in the 
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conversation and actually ended by proposing a 
toast å la santé des belles Moscovites! When the dinner 
was over Litvinov conducted the ladies to their room, 
and after standing in silence by the window for a few 
minutes with a gloomy expression, suddenly declared 
that he must leave them for a short time on business, 
but would be sure to return before the evening. 

Tatyana said nothing, but she turned pale and 
loweted her eyes. Kapitolina Markovna had the 
habit of sleeping after dinner; Tatyana knew that 
Litvinov was aware of this and had hoped that he 
would take advantage of the opportunity and stay, 
for he had not been alone with her since their arrival, 
had not spoken to her frankly. And here he was 
going out! What was she to make of it? What did 
it mean? And indeed his whole behaviour during 
the day 

Litvinov hastened away without waiting for 
objections. Kapitolina Markovna lay down on the 
sofa, and after a few sighs and murmurs sank into 
untroubled sleep. Tatyana went to a corner of the 
room and sat down in a low chair, tightly folding her 
arms on her breast. 





XIX 


Lirvinov walked quickly up the stairs of the Hôtel 
de Europe. A little girl of about thirteen, with a sly 
Calmuck face, who had evidently been on the look- 
out for him, stopped him and said: ‘ This way, please. 
Irina Pavlovna will not be long.’ He looked at 
her in perplexity. She smiled, repeated ‘ This way, 
please,’ and led him into a small room facing Irina’s 
bedroom and filled with trunks and boxes. The 
little girl disappeared, shutting the door quietly. 
Litvinov had scarcely had time to look round when 
the door opened again and Irina appeared in a pink 
evening dress, with pearls round her neck and in 
her hair. She rushed towards him, seized both his 
hands, and remained silent for a few moments; her 
eyes were shining and her breast heaving as though 
she had been running uphill. 

‘I could not receive you. . . there,’ she began in a 
hurried whisper, ‘ we are just going to a dinner party, 
but I was determined to see you. ... Jt was yous 
betrothed, wasn’t it, with whom I met you to-day?’ 

‘Yes it was my betrothed,’ Litvinov answered, 
stressing the word ‘ was.’ 

‘ Well, and so I wanted to see you for a minute just 
to tell you that you must consider yourself perfectly 


free, that what happened yesterday must not change 
your plans in the least. . . ? 
170 
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‘Trina!’ Litvinov cried. ‘Why do you say this? ’ 

He said these words in a loud voice ... they rang 
with unbounded passion. Irina involuntarily closed 
her eyes for a moment. 

‘Oh, my dearest,’ she went on in a still softer 
whisper than before, but with irrepressible eagerness, 
‘you don’t know how I love you.... Yesterday I 
merely paid my debt, made up for my guilt in the 
past.... Oh! I could not give you my youth as I 
would, but I haven’t laid any obligations upon you, I 
haven’t absolved you from any other promise, my 
dear one! Do what you like, you are free as air, you 
aten’t bound in any way, I want you to know it!’ 

‘But I can’t live without you, Irina,’ Litvinov 
interrupted her also in a whisper. ‘Since yesterday 
I am yours for ever.... It’s only at your feet that I 
Can breathe: |. +." 

Tremulously he bent over her hands. Irina looked 
down on his bowed head. | 

‘Well, know then,’ she said, ‘that I too am ready 
for anything, that I too will consider no one and 
nothing. It shall be as youdecide. I too am for ever 
VOULS:4-~ > yoüfs | 

Someone cautiously rapped at the door. Irina 
bent down, whispered once more, “Iam yours... 
good-bye.’ Litvinov felt her breath on his hair, the 
touch of her lips. When he drew himself up she was 
no longer in the room; only her dress rustled in the 
passage, and in the distance Ratmirov’s voice said: 
“Eh bien? Vous ne venez pas?” 

Litvinov sat down on a big trunk and covered his 
face with his hands. He breathed in a feminine 
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fragrance, subtle and fresh . . . Irina had held his hands 
in hers. ‘It’s too much—too much,’ he thought. 

The little girl came into the room and said, smiling 
again in answer to his anxious look: 

‘ Please come away now.’ 

He got up and went out of the hotel. It was out 
of the question to go straight home: he had to recover. 
His heart was beating heavily and unevenly; the 
ground seemed to sway under his feet. Litvinov 
again walked down the Lichtenthal Avenue. He 
understood that the decisive moment was at hand, 
that it was impossible to put things off, to hide and 
turn away, that an explanation with Tatyana was 
inevitable. He pictured to himself how she sat there 
without moving and waited for him... he foresaw 
what he would say to her, but how was he to begin, 
how was he to set about it? He had dismissed with- 
out a thought all his reasonable, well-ordered, respect- 
able future: he knew that he was flinging himself 
headlong into a whirlpool which was not safe even 
to look at. . . but it was not this that troubled him. 
That was settled and done with, but how was he to 
appear before his judge? And if he really were to 
meet a judge—an angel with a flaming sword—it 
would be easier for the guilty heart . . . but it was he 
himself who would have to plunge the knife in.... 
Hideous! But to go back, to renounce the other, to 
take advantage of the freedom that was promised to 
him and recognized as his due.... No, he’d rather 
die! No, he didn’t want that hateful freedom . . . but 


he’d gladly sink into the dust if only those eyes would 
look down with love. . . 
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‘Grigory Mihailitch!’ said a sad voice, and some- 
body’s hand was laid heavily on Litvinov’s shoulder. 
He turned round in some alarm and recognized 
Potugin. 

‘ Excuse me, Grigory Mihailitch,’ he began with 
his usual constraint, “I may have disturbed you, but 
seeing you from a distance, I thought—— _ But if you 
don’t want me 

‘On the contrary, I’m very pleased,’ Litvinov said 
through his teeth. 

Potugin walked beside him. 

‘It’s a beautiful evening,’ he began, ‘so warm! 
Have you been out long?’ 

‘No, not long.’ 

‘But indeed I needn’t ask; I saw you leave the 
Hôtel de Europe.’ 

‘ Were you following me?’ 

> Yes.’ 

‘ Have you something to say to me?’ 

‘Yes,’ Potugin repeated almost inaudibly. Lit- 
vinov stopped and looked at his uninvited companion. 
His face was pale, his eyes wandered; the old sorrow 
of long ago seemed to have come to the surface in his 
distorted features. 

‘ What is it exactly you want to tell me?” Litvinov 
said slowly and moved forward again. 

‘PU tell you in a minute—if you’ll allow me. 
If you don’t mind, let’s Sit down on this seat here. 
It will be more convenient.’ 

‘ Why, this is something mysterious,’ Litvinov said, 
sitting down beside him. ‘You don’t seem to be 
quite yourself, Sozont Ivanitch.’ 
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“No, I’m all right, and there’s nothing mysterious 
either. I wanted to tell you:..the impression that 
your betrothed made on me—she is your betrothed, — 
isn’t she?—well, I mean the young lady to whom 
you ’ve introduced me to-day. I must say I haven’t 
in all my life met a more lovable creature. She has a 
heart of gold, a truly angelic spirit.’ 

Potugin uttered these words with the same bitter 
and sorrowful expression, so that even Litvinov could 
not help noticing the strange contradiction between 
what he said and the expression with which he said it. 

‘ You are quite right in what you say about Tatyana 
Petrovna,’ Litvinov began, ‘though I am bound to 
say I am surprised both at your knowing what my 
relation to her is and at your understanding her so 
quickly. She really has an angelic nature; but may I 
ask, is this the subject you wished to discuss with me?’ 

* One cannot help understanding her,’ Potugin con- 
tinued as though avoiding the last question. ‘It’s 
enough to look into her eyes. She deserves all possible 
happiness, and the man whose lot it is to give her this 
happiness is indeed to be envied! One must only 
wish that he may prove worthy of his lot.’ 

Litvinov frowned slightly. 

‘ Excuse me, Sozont Ivanitch,’ he brought out, “I 
confess I find our conversation rather peculiar. I 
should like to know, does the hint contained in your 
words refer to me?’ 

Potugin did not answer Litvinov at once; he was 
evidently struggling with himself. 

‘ Grigory Mihailitch,’ he began at last, ‘ either I am 


completely mistaken in you, or you are capable of 
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hearing the truth from whomsoever it may come and 
in however unattractive a guise. I said to you just 
now that I saw where you came from.’ 

‘ Well, yes, from the Hôtel de ’Europe. What of it?’ 

‘But I know whom you met there.’ 

“How do you mean?’ 

“You met Madame Ratmirov.’ 

‘Well, yes, I’ve been to see her. What then?’ 

‘ What then? ... You who are betrothed to Tatyana 
Petrovna have been to Madame Ratmiroy whom you 
love—and who loves you.’ 

Litvinov instantly jumped up from the seat; the 
blood rushed to his head. 

‘ What is this,’ he brought out at last in an angry, 
stifled voice, ‘a silly joke? Spying? Explain yourself, 
please.’ 

Potugin cast a melancholy glance on him. 

‘Ah, don’t be offended at my words, Grigory 
Mihailitch—nothing that you may say can offend 
me. It wasn’t for that I spoke to you, and I am in no 
mood for joking.’ 

‘Perhaps, perhaps. I am ready to believe in the 
purity of your intentions, but I must ask you, all the 
same, what right have you to interfere with another 
man’s private affairs and intimate life, and on what 
grounds do you assett so self-confidently that... 
your invention is true? ’ 

‘My invention! Had I invented it you wouldn’t © 
have been angry! And as for my tight, I’ve never 
heard that a man should ask himself whether he had a 
tight to hold out a hand to one. who is drowning.’ 

‘Thank you very much for your solicitude, 
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Litvinov caught him up wrathfully, ‘ but I don’t need 
it in the least, and I regard all those phrases about the 
snares set by society ladies for inexperienced young 
men, the immorality of the smart set and so on, as mete 
phrases, and in a sense despise them, and so I beg you to 
spare your rescuing arm, and let me drown in peace.’ 

Potugin once mote raised his eyes to Litvinov. He 
breathed unevenly and his lips twitched. 

` But look at me, young man,’ broke out from him 
at last and he rapped himself on the chest, ‘ do I look 
like an ordinary complacent moralist or preacher? 
Don’t you understand that out of mere sympathy for 
you, however strong it might be, I wouldn’t have 
uttered a word or given you a right to accuse me of 
what I hate above all—intrusiveness? Don’t you 
see that it’s something utterly different, that you have 
before you a man broken, shattered, destroyed by that 
vety feeling from the consequences of which he 
would like to save you—and for the same woman!’ 

Litvinov stepped back. 

‘Is it possible! What did you say? You—you— 
Sozont Ivanitch? But Madame Belsky — that 
child——’ 

‘Oh, don’t question me—believe me! That was 
a dark, terrible story which I will not tell you. I 
scarcely knew Madame Belsky—that child is not mine, 
I took it all upon myself because she wanted it. Why 
else do you suppose I should be here, in your horrid 
Baden? And besides, do you suppose, could you 
imagine for a minute that I’d have ventured to watn 
you simply out of pity for you? Iam sorry for that 
good, sweet girl, your betrothed, but after all what 
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do I care for your future and for both of you?... No, 
it’s for her lam afraid . . . for her!’ 

‘ You do me much honour, Mr. Potugin,’ Litvinov 
began, ‘ but since, according to you, we are both in 
the same position, why don’t you read the same 
admonitions to yourself? And aren’t your fears due 
to another feeling? ’ 

‘You mean, to jealousy? Ah, young man, you 
should be ashamed to dissemble and prevaricate— 
ashamed not to understand what bitter sorrow makes 
me speak! No, we are not in the same position! 
I—I’m a perfectly harmless eccentric old creature, and 
you But what’s the good of talking! You 
wouldn’t agree for a moment to play the part I play— 
_ and play with gratitude, too! Jealousy! Those who 
haven’t a grain of hope arent jealous, and this 
wouldn’t have been the first occasion for me to 
experience that feeling. It’s only that I’m afraid— 
afraid for her, do understand that. How could I have 
expected, when you sent me for you, that the sense of 
guilt to which she confessed would carry her so far?’ 

‘But excuse me, Sozont Ivanitch, you seem to 
know z 

‘I know nothing, and I know everything. I 
know, he added, turning his head away, ‘I know 
where she was yesterday. But there’s no holding 
her back now: like a stone that’s been thrown, she 
must roll to the bottom. It would be even more 
foolish of me to imagine that my words would 
hold you back at once... you, to whom such a 
woman.... But enough of that. I couldn’t control 
myself, that’s my excuse. And besides, how is one 
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to know, and why not try? Perhaps youll bethink 
yourself, perhaps something I’ve said will sink into 
your mind and you will not wish to ruin her and 
yourself and that beautiful innocent creature.... Ah, 
don’t be angry, don’t stamp! What have I o fear? 
Why should I stand on ceremony? It’s not jealousy 
speaking in me now, not vexation. ... I’m ready to 
fall at your feet, to. implore you. ... But good-bye. 
Don’t be afraid, it shall all remain a secret. I wished 
for yout good.’ — 

Potugin walked away down the avenue and soon 
disappeared in the gathering darkness.... Litvinov 
did not detain him. | 

‘A dark, terrible story...’ Potugin had said to 
Litvinov and would not tell it.... Let us, too, touch 
upon it in a few words only. 

Some eight years before, Potugin: was sent by his 
Ministry to do some temporary work for Count 
Reisenbach. It was in the summer. Potugin used 
to go to the count’s summer residence with the papets 
and spent whole days there. Irina at that time was 
living at the count’s. She never despised people in 
a humble station in life, at any rate never avoided 
them, and the countess more than once found fault 
with ier for her excessive Moscow familiarity. Irina 
soon detected an intelligent man in the modest govern- 
ment clerk buttoned up to the chin in his official 
uniform. She talked to him often and with pleasure ~ 

-and he... he fell in love with her passionately, | 
deeply. secretly. .. . Secretly! He thought so. The 
summer passed; the count no longer needed an extta 
assistant. Potugin lost sight of Irina, but he could 
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not forget her. Some three years later he quite 
unexpectedly received an invitation from a certain 
lady of the middle class whom he scarcely knew. 
The lady was at first slightly embarrassed at explaining 
her business, but having made him promise on his 
oath to keep strictly secret all that he was going to 
hear, offered him...a marriage with a young lady 
who occupied a prominent position in society and for 
whom marriage had become a necessity. The lady 
scatcely ventured to hint at the chief person concetned 
and then offered Potugin money—a great deal of 
money. Potugin was not offended—he was too 
much surprised to be angry — but, of course, he 
refused point-blank. Then the lady gave him a 
note from Irina. ‘You ate a good and noble 
man,’ she wrote, “and I know you would do anything 
for me; I beg you for this sacrifice. You will save 
one who is very dear to me. In saving her, you will 
save me too.... Don’t ask how. I would not have 
ventured to turn to any.one with such a request, but 
to you I hold out my hands and say: do it for my 
sake.” Potugin pondered and said that he certainly 
was teady to do a great deal for Irina Pavlovna, but 
he would like to hear her wish from her own lips. 
The meeting took place that same evening: it did 
not last long, and no one knew about it except 
that lady. Irina was no longer living at Count 
Reisenbach’s. 

‘ Why did you think of me of all people?’ Potugin 
asked her. She began talking about his excellent 
qualities, but suddenly pulled herself up. 


‘No, she said, ‘with you one must speak the 
G 988 
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truth. I knew, I know that you love me: that’s why 
I ventured...’ and she told him the whole story. 

Elise Belsky was an orphan; her relatives were not 
fond of her and reckoned on her inheritance . . . she was 
faced with ruin. In saving her, Irina really was doing 
a service to him who was at the bottom of it all and 
who now stood in a very close relation to Irina herself. 

Potugin gave Irina a long, silent look and agreed. 
She wept and, all in tears, fell on his neck. He, too, 
wept ... but their tears were very different. Every 
thing was being prepared for a secret marriage, a 
powerful hand removed all obstacles.... But illness 
came...then a daughter was born, and then the 
mother—poisoned herself. What was to be done 
with the child? Potugin received it into his care 
from the same hands—the hands of Irina. 

A terrible, dark story.... Pass it by, reader, pass 
it by! 

More than an hour had passed before Litvinov . 
made up his mind to return to his hotel. He was 
neating it when he heard footsteps behind him. 
Somebody seemed to be following him doggedly and 
to be hastening his steps when Litvinov walked 
faster. Coming up to a lamp-post Litvinov turned 
round and recognized General Ratmirov. Wearing 
a white tie and a number of stars and crosses on a 
gold chain in the buttonhole of his dress-coat, his 
smart overcoat flung open, the general was returning 
from the dinner party, alone. His eyes insolently 
fixed on Litvinov expressed such hatred and contempt, 
his whole figure suggested such ageressive defiance, 
that Litvinov felt it his duty to go to meet him and, 
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very reluctantly, face ‘a scandal.” But when they 
were on a level the general’s face changed instantly: 
it assumed its usual look of playful elegance, and his 
hand in a light lilac glove raised his polished hat high 
above his head. Litvinov took his hat off in silence, 
and each went his own way. 

‘He must have noticed something,’ Litvinov — 
thought. 

‘Tf at least it were ... someone else,’ thought the 
general. 

Tatyana and her aunt were playing piquet when 
Litvinov entered their room. 

“Well, you're a fine one, my dear!’ Kapitolina 
Markoyna exclaimed, throwing down the cards. 
‘ The very first day, and you’ve been gone the whole 
evening! We’ve been waiting and waiting and 
scolding you....’ 

‘I said nothing, aunt,’ Tatyana remarked. 

‘ Oh, we all know you’re a meek one! For shame, 
sit! and to think you are betrothed! ’ | 

Litvinov apologized as best he could and sat down 
to the table. 

‘Why have you left off playing?’ he asked after 
a pause. 

“What next! We play cards from boredom, when 
there’s nothing to do... and now you’ve come.’ 

‘If you’d like to listen to the evening music,’ 
Litvinov said, ‘I’ll be delighted to come with you.’ 

Kapitolina Markovna looked at her niece. 

‘Let’s go, aunt,’ Tatyana said, ‘I am ready—but 
wouldn’t it be better to stay at home? ’ 

‘Yes, certainly! Let’s have tea in our Moscow 
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way, with a samovar, and let’s have a good chat. We 
haven’t had any real talk yet.’ | 

Litvinov ordered tea, but they did not succeed in 
having a good chat. He was feeling continual 
_ remorse; whatever he said, he fancied that he was 
telling lies and that Tatyana saw through it. And 
yet there was no change to be noticed in her; her 
manner was as free from constraint as usual... only 
her eyes never dwelt on Litvinov, but glided over 
him with a kind of timorous indulgence—and she 
was paler than usual. Kapitolina Markovna asked : 
her if she had a headache. 

Tatyana was on the point of answering no, but 
after a moment’s thought she said, ‘ Yes, a slight one.’ 

‘It’s the journey,’ Litvinov remarked, and he 
actually blushed with shame. 

‘Yes, the journey,’ Tatyana repeated, and again 
her glance glided over him. 

‘ You should have a rest, dear.’ 

‘ Yes, P’Il soon go to bed, aunt.’ 

A copy of the Guide des Voyageurs lay on the table; 
Litvinov began reading aloud the description of 
places around Baden. 

` That’s all very well,’ Kapitolina Markovna inter- 
tupted him, ‘< but there’s one thing we mustn’t forget. 
They say linen is very cheap here, so we’d better 
buy some for your future home.’ 

Tatyana lowered her eyes. 

` There’ll be plenty of time for that, aunt. You 
never think of yourself, but you certainly ought to 


have a new dress. You see how smatt every one is 
Dere. 
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‘Eh, my dear, what ever for? Smartness is not in 
my line. It would be different if I were such a beauty 
as that friend of yours, Grigory Mihailitch, what’s 
her name?’ 

“Which friend?’ 

‘ The one whom we met to-day.’ 

“Ah, that one!’ Litvinov said with assumed 
indifference, and again he felt disgusted and ashamed. 
‘No,’ he thought, ° I can’t go on like this.’ 

He was sitting next to his betrothed, and at a few ` 
inches’ distance from her in his side pocket lay 
Trina’s handkerchief. 

Kapitolina Markovna went for a minute into the 
next room. ‘ Tanya...’ Litvinov brought out with 
an effort. It was the first time he called her by her 
pet name that day. 

She turned to him. 

‘ I—I have something important to tell you.’ 

DA indeed? a; When? Nowe = 

‘No, to-morrow.’ 

‘Ah! to-morrow. Very well.’ 

Infinite pity flooded Litvinov’s heart. He took 
Tatyana’s hand and kissed it humbly, like one at 
fault; she felt a slight pang at her breast, and the kiss 
brought her no joy. 

After one o’clock in the morning Kapitolina Mar- 
kovna, who slept in the same room with her niece, 
suddenly raised her head and listened. 

‘ Tanya!’ she said, ‘are you crying? ’ 

Tatyana did not answer at once. — 

“No, aunt,’ her gentle voice was heard, “I have a 
cold.’ 


XX 


‘Way did I say it to her?’ Litvinov thought the 
next motning as he sat before the window in his 
toom. He shrugged his shouldets with vexation: he 
had said it to Tatyana precisely because he wanted to 
cut off all way of retreat for himself. A note from 
Irina lay in the window: she was asking him to come 
at twelve o’clock. Potugin’s words continually 
came into his mind; they were like a sinister but faint 
subterranean roar; he was angry and could not get 
tid of them. Someone knocked at his door. 

‘ Wer da?’ Litvinov asked. | 

‘Ah! you’re at home! Open!’ said Bindasov’s 
hoatse bass. 

The door handle creaked. 

Litvinov turned pale with anger. 

‘I am not at home,’ he said sharply. 

"How not at home? What trick is this now?’ 

"I tell you I’m not at home: clear out.’ 

‘ That’s a nice thing! And I’ve come to bortow 
some money,’ Bindasoy grumbled. 

He went away, however, stamping as usual. 

Litvinov very nearly ran after him: he felt sorely 
tempted to kick the hateful bully downstairs. The 
happenings of the last few days had upset his nerves: 
a little more and he would have burst into tears. 


He drank a glass of cold water, locked all the 
184 
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drawers, not knowing why he did it, and went to 
Tatyana. 

He found her alone. Kapitolina Markovna had 
gone out shopping. Tatyana sat on the sofa holding 
a book in both hands: she was not reading it and 
indeed scarcely knew what book it was. She did not 
move, but her heart was beating violently and the 
white collar round her neck quivered visibly at 
regular intervals. 

Litvinov was confused .. . but he sat down beside 
her, said ‘Good morning,’ smiled; and she smiled at 
him too without speaking. She bowed to him when 
he came in, politely as to a stranger—and did not 
look at him. He held out his hand to her; she gave 
him her cold fingers, but disengaged them at once 
and took hold of the book again. Litvinov felt that 
it would be an insult to Tatyana to begin talking of 
insignificant things; as usual she was not making any 
demands, but everything in her said, ‘I’m waiting, 
I’m waiting.’ He had to fulfil his promise. But— 
although he had spent most of the night thinking 
about it—he had not prepared even the first introduc- 
tory words, and did not know in the least how to 
break the cruel silence. 

‘Tanya, he began at last, ‘I told you yesterday 
that I have something of importance to tell you. I 
am teady, only I beg you beforehand not to be angry 
with me, and to believe that my feelings for you——’ 

He stopped. His breath failed him. Tatyana did 
not stir or look at him: she merely clutched her book 
mote tightly. 


‘We have always been...’ Litvinoy continued, 
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not having finished the sentence, ‘we have always 
been perfectly frank with each other; I respect you 
too deeply to prevaricate with you; I want to prove 
to you that I value your lofty and independent 
nature, and although I... although, of course——’ 

‘Grigory Mihailitch,’ Tatyana began in an even 
voice, and a deadly pallor overspread her face, ‘TIl 
come to your aid: you no longer love me and you 
don’t know how to tell me so.’ 

Litvinov gave an involuntary start. 

‘But why?’ he brought out almost inaudibly. 
‘What led youto think that?... I really don’t under- 
standi eve 

‘Well, isn’t it true? Isn’t it true, tell me? Tell 
me!’ ‘Tatyana turned round to Litvinov; her face, 
with her hair drawn back from it, drew close to his, 
and her eyes that had so long avoided him looked 
intently into his eyes. 

‘Isn’t it true?’ she repeated. 

Fle said nothing, he did not utter a sound. He 
could not have lied at that moment even if he had 
known that she would believe him and that his lie 
would save her; he could not even meet her eyes. 
He said nothing, but she no longer needed an answer; 
she had read that answer in his very silence, in his 
guilty, downcast eyes—she leaned back and dropped 
the book.... Upto that moment she had still doubted, 
and Litvinov understood this: he understood that she 
had still been uncertain—and how hideous, how really 
hideous was all that he had done! 

He sank on his knees before her. 

‘Tanya!’ he exclaimed, ‘if you only knew how 
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wretched I am to see you in this position, how 
dreadful it is to think that it is my—my doing! My 
heart is torn to pieces; I don’t recognize myself; I 
have lost myself, and you, and everything.... All, 
all is ruined, ‘Tanya! Could I expect that I...I 
should deal such a blow to you, my best friend, my 
guardian angel! ... Could I expect that this is how 
we should meet, should spend such a day as yesterday !? 

Tatyana was about to get up and go. He held her 
back by the border of her dress. 

“No, listen to me for another minute. You see, 
I’m on my knees before you, but I haven’t come to 
ask your forgiveness—you cannot and must not 
forgive me—I’ve come to tell you that your friend is 
lost, that he’s falling into an abyss and doesn’t want 


to drag you with him.... And to save me...no! 
not even you can save me. I’d be the first to push 
you away.... I’m lost, Tanya, I’m lost utterly !’ 


Tatyana looked at Litvinov. 

‘ You’re lost!’ she repeated as though not quite 
understanding. ‘You’re lost?’ 

‘Yes, Tanya, I’m lost. All my past, all that I 
loved, all by which I’ve lived—is lost to me; all is 
shattered, all is ruined, and I don’t know what lies 
before me. You’ve said just now that I no longer 
loved you.... No, Tanya, it isn’t that, but another, 
terrible, irresistible feeling has come upon me like a 
torrent.... Ifought against it as long as I could... .’ 

Tatyana stood up; her brows contracted in a frown; 
her pale face was darkened. Litvinov stood up too. 

‘You’ve fallen in love with another woman,’ she 
began, ‘and I guess who she is.... We met her 

Fees 


t 


188 SMOKE 


yesterday, didn’t we? Well, I know what there’s left 
. for me to do. Since you say yourself that this feeling 
in you is unalterable—’ Tatyana paused for a second; 
pethaps she still hoped that Litvinov would not let 
that last word pass without protest, but he said 
nothing—‘it remains to me to return to you... your 
word.’ 

Litvinov bowed his head as though submissively 
receiving a blow he had deserved. 

‘You have a tight to be indignant with me,’ he 
said. “You have every tight to reproach me for 
cowardice .. . for deceit.’ 

Tatyana looked at him again. 

‘I havent reproached you, Litvinov, I don’t 
accuse you. I agree with you: the most bitter truth 
is better than what happened yesterday. What sort 
of a life would ours have been now?’ 

‘What sort of a life will mine be now?’ echoed 
mournfully in Litvinov’s mind. 

Tatyana went up to the bedroom door. 

‘I beg you to leave me alone for a time, Grigory 
Mihailitch—we shall see each other again, well have 
a talk. All this was so sudden. I must pull myself 
together. . : leave me...spare my pride. We'll 
meet again.’ 

With these words Tatyana quickly withdrew and 
locked herself in. 

Litvinov came out into the street like one dazed of 
stunned; something dark and heavy settled in the very 
depths of his heart; a similar sensation must be felt by 
a man who has cut another’s throat; but at the same 
time he felt at ease as though he had thrown off at 
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last some hateful burden. Tatyana’ s magnanimity 
crushed him, he was keenly conscious of all that he 
was losing...and yet his repentance was mixed 
with annoyance; he was longing to go to Irina as the 
only refuge that was left him—and at the same time 
he was angry with her. For the last few days Lit- 
vinov’s feelings had been growing more and more 
intense and confused; this confusion tormented, 
exasperated him, he felt lost: init. All he was thirsting 
for was to come out at last on to a path, whatever it 
might be, so that he need not circle round and round 
in this incomprehensible twilight. Practical people 
like Litvinov ought not to be carried away by passion; 
it destroys the very meaning of their life.... But 
nature takes no account of logic, of our human logic; 
she has one of her own, which we do not understand 
or acknowledge till we are crushed under its 
wheel. 

After parting from asia Litvinov had only one 
thing in mind: to see Irina; and he went to her. But 
the general was at anea, any rate, so the hall-porter 
told him—and he did not like to go in, he did not feel 
equal to keeping up appearances. He dragged him- 
self to the Konversationshaus. Both Voroshilov and 
Pishchalkin, whom Litvinov happened to meet, suffered 
from his inability to pretend that day: he blurted out to 
_ the one that he was empty as a drum and to the other 
that he bored one to extinction. It was a good thing 
Bindasov had not turned up: there would certainly 
have been a ‘ grosser Scandal. Both the young men 
were surprised: Voroshilov actually asked himself 
whether his honour as an officer demanded satisfaction 
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—but, like Gogol’s lieutenant Pirogov, comforted 
himself with sandwiches in a café. 

Litvinov saw from a distance Kapitolina Markovna 
who was busily running in her striped mantle from 
shop to shop.... He was conscience-stricken at the 
sight of the kind, absurd, noble-hearted old lady. 
Then he recalled Potugin and their conversation of 
the day before.... Suddenly something intangible 
and unmistakable was wafted to him; the breath of a 
falling shadow could not be more elusive, but he felt 
at once that it was Irina drawing near. And indeed 
she appeated a few paces away from him, arm in arm 
with another lady; their eyes met at once. Irina 
must have noticed something peculiar in Litvinov’s 
expression; she stopped in front of a shop window 
full of tiny wooden clocks of Black Forest make and 
beckoned to him with a motion of her head. She 
pointed out to him one of those pretty clocks with a 
coloured cuckoo at the top, and, while inviting him 
to admire it, she said, not in a whisper but in her 
ordinary voice, as though continuing a sentence she 
had begun—that is less likely to attract other 
people’s attention: 

* Come in an hour’s time, I shall be at home alone.’ 

But at that moment the ‘ladies’? man’ Monsieut 
Verdier dashed up to her and went into raptures over 
the feuille-morte colour of her dress and her low- 
crowned Spanish hat tilted almost over her eyebrows. 

Litvinov disappeared in the crowd. 


XXI 


: GRIGORY, Irina said to him two hours later, sitting 
next to him on the sofa and resting both her hands 
on his shoulders, ‘what’s the matter with you? 
Tell me now, quick, while we are alone.’ 

‘With me?’ Litvinov answered. ‘I am happy, 
happy, that’s what’s the matter with me.’ 

Irina lowered her eyes, smiled, and sighed. 

‘ That’s not an answer to my question, darling.’ 

Litvinov pondered. 

‘Well then, let me tell you, since you insist 
upon knowing’ (Irina opened her eyes wide and 
drew slightly back), ‘I’ve told everything to my 
betrothed to-day.’ 

‘How, everything? You told her my name?’ 

Litvinov threw up his hands in dismay. 

‘For goodness’ sake, Irina, how could you imagine 
such a thing! as though I could 

‘There, forgive...forgive me. What then have 
you said to her?’ 

‘I told her that I loved her no more.’ 

‘Has she asked why? ’ 

‘I didn’t conceal from het that I loved another, 
and that she and I must patt.’ 

‘Well. ..and what did she say? Did she agree?’ 

* Oh, Trina | what a girl she is! She is the soul of 


generosity and self-sacrifice ! ? 
IQI 
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“I well believe it ... though indeed she had no 
choice in the matter.’ 

‘And not a word of reproach, not a word of 
bitterness to me, who have ruined her whole life, 
deceived her, pitilessly thrown her over... .’ 

Irina was examining her finger-nails. 

` Tell me, Grigory .. . did she love you?’ 

‘ Yes, Irina, she loved me.’ 

Irina paused and straightened her dress. 

‘I must say,’ she began, ‘I don’t quite understand 
why you suddenly decided to have it out with her.’ 

‘Why? But surely you wouldn’t have me tell lies 
and pretend to her, to one so pure in heart? Or did 
you suppose 

‘I didn’t suppose anything,’ Irina interrupted. ‘1 
confess I haven’t given her much thought.... I am 
no good at thinking of two people at once.’ 

` That is, you mean to say 

‘Well, what then? Is she going away, that pure 
heart?’ Irina interrupted him again. } 

‘I know nothing,’ Litvinov answered. ‘I have to 
see her again. But she won’t stay.’ 

‘Ah! A pleasant journey!’ 

‘No, she won’t stay. Though I, too, am not 
thinking of her now, I am thinking of what you said, 
of what you promised me.’ 

Irina looked at him from under her brows. 

‘You ungrateful man! Aren’t you content yet?’ 

‘No, Irina, I’m not content. Youve made me 
happy, but I am not content, and you understand me.’ 

“That is -i A 

‘Yes, you understand me. Recall your words, 
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recall what you wrote me. I cannot share you with 
another. No, no, I can’t agree to play the miserable 
part of a secret lover. I’ve thrown not only my own 
life, but another life too, at your feet, I’ve given up 
everything, I’ve shattered everything to fragments, 
itretrievably and without regret—but I believe, I’m 
firmly convinced that you too will keep your promise 
and unite your lot with mine for ever... .’ 

‘You want me to tun away with you? I am 
ready— Litvinov ecstatically covered her hands 
with kisses—‘ I am ready, I am not going back on 
my words. But have you considered all the difficulties 
... prepared the means?’ 

‘I? I haven’t had time to think over or prepare 
anything, but only say yes, only let me act, and in 
less than a month j 

‘A month! We are going to Italy in a fortnight.’ 

‘A fortnight is enough for me. Oh, Irina, you 
seem to treat my proposal coldly, perhaps you think 
it fantastic, but I’m not a boy, I’m not used to playing 
with dreams, I know what a terrible step it is, I know 
what a responsibility I’m taking upon myself—but I 
see no other way out. And, besides, I must break all 
ties with the past if only not to appear a contemptible 
liar in the eyes of the girl I have sacrificed to you! ” 

Irina drew herself up suddenly and her eyes blazed. 

‘There you must excuse me, Grigory Mihailitch | 
If I make up my mind, if I do run away, I’ll run away 
with a man who’ll do it for my sake, my sake alone, 
and not so as not to lower himself in the opinion of a 
phlegmatic young lady with milk and water, du lait 
coupé, instead of blood in her veins! And I'll tell you 
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another thing: I confess it’s the first time I hear that 
the man to whom I’m gracious is deserving of pity 
and playing a miserable part! I know of a more 
miserable part—that of a man who doesn’t know what 
is going on in his own heart! ’ 

Litvinov drew himself up in his turn. 

‘Trina,’ he began. 

But she suddenly pressed both her palms against 
her forehead, and flinging herself impetuously on his 
breast embraced him with more than a woman’s fotce. ~ 

‘Forgive me, forgive me,’ she said in a tremulous 
voice. ‘Forgive me, Grigory! You seehow spoiled I 
am, how horrid, jealous, and wicked; you see how I 
need your help, your indulgence! Yes, save me, pluck 
me out of this morass before I’m lost in it altogether! 
Yes, let us escape, escape from these people, from this 
society, to some distant, free, beautiful land! Perhaps 
yout Irina will at last become mote worthy of the 
sacrifices you ate making for her! Don’t be angty 
with me, forgive me, my dear one, and know that Ill 
do all you tell me, will go wherever you take me!’ 

Litvinov’s heart turned within him. Irina was 
clinging to him closer than before with her young and 
supple body. He bent down over her fragrant hair 
that had come loose and, in the intoxication of gratitude 
and delight, scarcely dared to caress it with his hand, 
scatcely touched it with his lips. 


"Irina, Irina,’ he repeated, ‘ my angel... ? 
She suddenly raised her head and listened. ‘ It’s 
my husband’s steps. .. he’s gone into his room,’ she 


whispered, and swiftly drawing away moved into an 
arm-chair. Litvinov rose to go. “Where are you 
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going?’ she continued in the same whisper. “Stay; 
he’s suspicious of you as it is. Or are you afraid of 
him?’ Her eyes were fixed on the door. ‘Yes, it’s 
he; he’ll come in here in a minute. Tell me some- 
thing; talk to me.’ Litvinov could not think of 
anything and remained silent. ‘Are you going to the 
theatre to-morrow?’ she said aloud. ‘They are doing 
Le Verre d’eau, it’s an old-fashioned play and Plessy is 
frightfully affected.... We seem to be ina fever,’ she 
added lowering her voice; ‘that won’t do; we must 
think it over properly. I must warn you that all my 
money is in his hands; mais j’ai mes bijoux. Let’s go 
to Spain, shall we?’ She raised her voice again. “I 
wonder why all actresses grow fat? Take Madeleine 
Brohan, for instance. ... But do say something, don’t 
remain silent. My head is going round. But you 
mustn’t doubt me.... PL let you know where you 
can meet me to-morrow. Only it’s a pity you told 
that young lady. ... Ab! mais c'est charmant!’ she 
exclaimed suddenly, and with a nervous laugh tore 
the hem off her handkerchief. 

‘May I come in?’ Ratmirov asked from the other 
room. 

“Yes... you may.’ 

The door opened and the general appeared on the 
threshold. He gave a slight frown on seeing Lit- 
vinov, but bowed to him, that is, bent the upper part 
of his body. 

‘I didn’t know you had a visitor,’ he said, “se vous 
demande pardon de mon indiscrétion. Does Baden still 
amuse you, M’sieur—Litvinov? ’ 

Ratmirov always stumbled over Litvinov’s name; 
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‘Ir’s better not to think, really,’ Litvinov repeated 
to himself, walking down the street and feeling that 
the inner turmoil was rising in him again. ‘It’s 
settled. She will keep her promise, and it only re- 
mains for me to take the necessary steps.... But 
she seems to hesitate....” He tossed his head. His 
own intentions appeared to him in a strange light: 
there was something artificial and unreal about them. 

One cannot dwell too long upon the same 
thoughts: they gradually shift, like bits of glass in a 
kaleidoscope... one looks and sees that the images 
before one’s eyes ate quite different. A sense of 
profound weariness descended upon Litvinov. .. he 
wished he could rest if only for an hour. But Tanya? 
He roused himself, and without further reasoning 
submissively walked home; it merely came into his 
mind that he was all day being tossed like a ball from 
one to the other.... No matter: he had to make an 
end. He returned to his hotel, and as submissively, 
almost insensibly, without hesitation or delay, went 
to Tatyana. 

He was met by Kapitolina Markovna. From the 
first glance at her he understood that she knew every- 
thing; the poor maiden lady’s eyes were swollen with 
weeping, and her flushed face, framed by dishevelled 
white locks, expressed dismay and the anguish of 
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indignation, sorrow, and boundless amazement. She 
rushed towards Litvinov, but stopped immediately, 
and, biting her trembling lips looked at him as though 
she would both implore him and kill him, and assure 
herself that it was all madness, a dream, an impossible 
thing, wasn’t it? 

‘So you. .. you’ve come, you’ve come,’ she began. 
The door into the next room opened instantly, and 
Tatyana, transparently pale but calm, came with a 
light step into the room. 

She gently embraced her aunt with one arm and 
made her sit down beside her. 

‘Sit down too, Grigory Mihailitch,’ she said to 
Litvinov, who stood by the door like one lost. ‘Iam 
very glad to be seeing you once more. I have told 
my aunt your decision, our common decision; she 
quite agrees with itand approves.... Without mutual 
love there can be no happiness, mutual respect is not 
enough ’—at the word ‘respect’ Litvinov involun- 
tarily lowered his eyes —‘and it’s better to part now 
than repent afterwards. Isn’t it, aunt?’ 

‘ Yes, of course,’ Kapitolina Markovna began, ‘ of 
course, Tanyusha, a person who cannot appreciate 
you... who ventured to——’ 

` Aunt, aunt,’ Tatyana interrupted her, ‘ remember 
what you promised me. You have youtself always 
said to me, “‘ Truth, truth before all things, Tatyana— 
and freedom.” Well, truth is not always pleasant, 
nor freedom either; or else, what would our merit 
be?’ | 

She kissed Kapitolina Markoyna tenderly on het 
white hair, and turning to Litvinov continued: 
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‘We ’ve decided to leave Baden... I think that 


will make it easier for all of us.’ 

‘When do you think of going?’ Litvinov brought 
out in a toneless voice. He recalled that Irina had 
recently asked him the same question. 

Kapitolina Markovna moved forward, but Tatyana 
restrained her, affectionately touching her shoulder. 

‘Probably soon, very soon.’ 

* Will you allow me to ask you where you intend to 
go?’ Litvinov said in the same voice. 

‘ First to Dresden and then probably to Russia.’ 

‘ But what do you want to know it for now, Grigory 
Mihailitch? ? Kapitolina Markovna exclaimed. 

‘Aunt, aunt,’ Tatyana interposed again. There 
was a short silence. 

‘Tatyana Petrovna, Litvinov began, ‘ you under- 
stand how bitterly painful and sorrowful my feelings 
must be at this moment... .’ 

Tatyana got up. 

‘Don’t let us speak of it, Grigory Mihailitch,’ she 
brought out. ‘Please don’t, I beg you, if not for 
yout sake, then for mine. ‘I’ve known you long 
enough and can well imagine what you must be feeling 
now. But what’s the good of talking, what’s the 
good of disturbing ’ (She paused—she obviously 
wanted to get over her emotion and hold back the 
gathering tears; she succeeded.) ‘What’s the good of 
disturbing a wound which cannot be healed? Let us 
leave that to time. And meanwhile I have something 
to ask of you, Grigory Mihailitch: I’ll give you a letter: 
will you be so kind as to take it to the post yourself, 
it’s rather important, and aunt and I haven’t time 
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justnow.... I'll be very grateful. Wait a minute— 
I won’t be long.’ 

In the doorway Tatyana looked round anxiously at 
Kapitolina Markovna; but she sat there so sedate 
and dignified, with such a stern expression on her 
tightly compressed lips and knitted brows that 
Tatyana merely nodded to her and went out. 

But no sooner was the door closed after her than 
all sternness and dignity instantly left Kapitolina 
Markovna’s face. She got up, ran on tiptoe towards 
Litvinov, and bending down and trying to look into 
his eyes, spoke in a tremulous, tearful whisper: 

‘ Merciful heavens!” she began, ‘ Grigory Mihai- 
litch, what’s this: a dream, or what? Yoz give up 
Tanya, you love her no longer, you go back on your 
wotd! You are doing it, Grigory Mihailitch—you, 
whom we all trusted implicitly! You ? You? You? 
You, Grtisha ?? Kapitolina Markovna paused. ‘But 
you'll kill her,’ she went on, since he made no answer, 
and tears ran in small drops down her cheeks. ‘ She’s 
putting a bold face on it now, but you mustn’t take 
any notice of that—you know what she is! She 
never complains. She doesn’t pity herself, so others 
must have pity onher! She keeps telling me, “ Aunt, 
we must preserve our dignity !’—dignity, indeed, 
when I foresee death, yes, death... (Tatyana 
moved het chair in the next room.) ‘ Yes, I fores 
see death,’ the old lady went on in a still lower 
voice. ‘ And what could have happened? Have you 
been bewitched, or what? Xou ve been writing the 
tenderest letters to her all the time! And, besides, 
an honourable man cannot behave like that! You 


* 


SMOKE | 201 


know, I am thoroughly unconventional and esprit 
fort, and I’ve brought Tanya up in that way, she too 
has a free mind j 

‘ Aunt!’ Tatyana’s voice was heard from the next 
room. 

‘But a word of honour is binding, Grigory 
Mihailitch! Especially for people with your, with 
our, principles! If we don’t recognize duty, what 
will there be left us? One cannot break a promise— 
simply at one’s own whim, without considering how 
it affects other people! It’s dishonourable... yes 
it’s a ctime—what sort of freedom is that? ’ 

‘ Aunt, come here, please,’ was heard again. 

‘I’m coming, dear, I’m coming... Kapitolina 
Markovna seized Litvinov by the hand. ‘I see you’re 
angry, Grigory Mihailitch....2 (I? I angry?’ he 
wanted to call out, but his tongue would not obey him.) 
‘I don’t want to make you angry. Goodness me, I 
have no thoughts to spare for that! On the contrary, 
I want to implore you: come to your senses while 
there’s still time—don’t ruin her, don’t ruin your own 
happiness, she will still believe you. Grisha, she’ll 
believe you, nothing is lost yet; why, she loves you as 
no one will ever love you! Leave this hateful 
Baden-Baden, let’s go away together, only escape 
from this enchantment, and the chief thing, have 
pity, have pity ; 

‘Aunt!’ Tatyana called with a shade of impatience 
in her voice. 

But Kapitolina Markovna was not heeding her. 

“Only say yes,’ she kept repeating to Litvinov, 
“and I’ll arrange it all.... Well, at least nod your 
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head! Just nod your head, dear, like this, just 
once! = | 

Litvinov would readily have died at that moment; 
but he did not say yes or nod his head. 

Tatyana came in with the letter in her hand. Kapi- 
tolina Markovna instantly jumped away from Litvinov 
and, averting her face, bent low over the table, as 
though examining the bills and papers that lay on it. 

Tatyana walked up to Litvinov. 


‘Here, she said; “is the letter Lspoke of. You as 
go to the post at once, won’t you? ’ 
Litvinov raised his eyes.... Indeed, it was his 


judge standing before him. ‘Tatyana seemed to him 
taller and mote slender; her face, lit up with a new, 
strange beauty, had the majestic immobility of a 
statue; her bosom did not heave, and her dress, of 
one colour and straight as a tunic, fell in long plain 
folds of marble drapery to her feet which it covered. 
Tatyana looked straight before her, at Litvinov alone, 
and her gaze, cold and impassive, was also the gaze of 
a statue. He read his sentence in it; he bowed, took 
the letter from the hand that held it out to him without 
moving, and withdrew in silence. 

Kapitolina Markovna rushed to Tatyana, who drew 
away trom her embrace and lowered her eyes; a flush 
spread over her face and she went back to the bed- 
room, saying, “And now we must make haste!’ 
Kapitolina Markovna followed, hanging her head. 

The letter given by Tatyana to Litvinov was 
addressed to a Dresden friend of hers, a German lady, 
who let small furnished apartments. Litvinov put it 
into the letter-box, and it seemed to him that together 
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with this scrap of paper he put all his past, all his life, 
into the grave. He went out of the town and spent a 
long time wandering about the narrow paths between 
vineyards. He could not get rid of a feeling of self- 
contempt, persistent as the buzzing of a tiresome 
summer fly: the part he had played at that last meeting 
was unenviable indeed.... When he returned to his 
hotel and, after a time, inquired after the ladies, he 
was told that as soon as he had left they had given 
orders to be driven to the railway station and set off 
by the mail train to an unknown destination. Their 
things had been packed and their bills paid since the 
morning. Tatyana had evidently asked Litvinov to 
take her letter to the post in order to get him out of 
the way. He tried to inquire of the porter whether 
the ladies had left a note for him, but the porter said 
no, and, indeed, expressed surprise; it was clear that 
this sudden departure from lodgings engaged a week 
in advance struck him too as strange and suspicious. 
Litvinov turned his back on him and shut himself in 
his room. 

He did not leave it till the following day. Most of 
the night he spent at the table, writing and tearing up 
what he had written.... The dawn was breaking 
when he finished his work—it was a letter to Irina. 
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Tuais is what his letter to Irina said: 


My betrothed went away yesterday; she and I 
will never see each other.... I don’t even know for 
certain where she is going to live. She carried away 
with her all that had hitherto seemed to me precious 
and desirable; all my plans, decisions, intentions 
have disappeared with her; my labours are lost, my 
work of years has turned to nothing, my pursuits have 
no meaning and no application; all that is dead; my 
self, my former self is dead and buried since yesterday. 
I feel that clearly, I see it, I know it—and I dont 
regret it in the least. It isn’t in order to complain 
that I’m saying this to you. ... How could I complain 
when you love me, Irina! I only wanted to tell you 
that out of all that dead past, out of all those hopes and 
beginnings, now turned to smoke and dust, one thing 
only has remained living and unconquerable: my love 
for you. I have nothing left me except this love, it 
is all I have; to call it my only treasure wouldn’t be 
sufficient: the whole of me is in that love, that love is 
my whole being; in it is my future, my vocation, my 
country, and all that I hold sacred! You know me, 
Irina, you know that I am not one to use fine phrases 
—I hate them; however strong the words in which I 
try to express my feeling may be, you will not doubt 
their sincerity or think them exaggerated. I’m nota 
boy impulsively pouring out thoughtless vows in a 
moment of passing ecstasy, but a man tried in yeats, 
telling you simply and directly, almost with terror, 


what he has recognized for unmistakable truth. Yes, 
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your love has taken the place of all else for me—all, 
all! Judge for yourself, then: can I leave that a// in 
the hands of another? Can I allow him to dispose of 
you? You—you will belong to him, my very being, 
my heart’s blood will belong to him—and I myself— 
where shall I be? What shall I be? ‘Thrust aside, an 
onlooker ... looking at my own life! No, that’s 
impossible—impossible! To have a part, a secret part 
in that without which one cannot live, has nothing to 
live for—that ’s falsity and death. I know what a 
tremendous sacrifice I demand of you, without any 
right to do so; and indeed what can give one a right 
to sacrifice? It isn’t out of selfishness I am doing it: 
an egoist would find it easier and more comfortable 
not to raise this question at all. Yes, my demands are 
heavy and I shall not be surprised if they frighten you. 
The people among whom you have to live are hateful 
to you, you are tired of society, but are you strong 
enough to give up that society, to trample upon the 
crown it has bestowed upon you, to set public opinion 
against you, the opinion of those hateful people? 
Question yourself, Irina, don’t take up a burden 
beyond your strength. I don’t want to reproach you, 
but remember: you succumbed to the temptation once 
already. There is so little I can give you in exchange 
for what you ’ll lose! Now listen to my final word: 
if you don’t feel capable of leaving everything at 
once, the vety next day, and following me—you see 
how boldly I speak, how little I spare myself—if you 
ate afraid of an uncertain future, of the solitude and 
estrangement and public censure, in short, if you are 
uncertain of yourself—tell me candidly and at once 
and I will go away; I’ll go away with a bleeding heart, 
but I shall bless you for your truthfulness. But if 
you, my beautiful, radiant queen, do really love an 
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obscure and humble man like me and are really ready 
to share my lot—well, then give me your hand and 
let us set out together on our arduous journey. But 
you must know: my decision is irrevocable: all or 
nothing! It’s madness... but I can no other, I 
can’t, Irina! Ilove you too much. Your G. L. 


Litvinov did not very much like this letter; it did 
not express his meaning quite correctly and adequately; 
awkward phrases occurred in it, bookish or high 
flown, and it certainly was not better than many other 
letters which he had torn up; but it happened to be 
the last one he wrote, the main thing was stated in it 
after all—and Litvinov, weary and exhausted, did not 
feel equal to producing anything else. Besides, he had 
not the skill of expressing his thoughts in a literary form 


and, like all people unused to writing, he took trouble. 


over the style. The first letter he wrote was probably 
the best: it came more directly from the heart. But 
anyway Litvinov sent his missive to Irina. 

She answered him with a short note: 


Come to me to-day [she wrote], he has gone out fot 
the day. I am very much disturbed by your lettet. 
I think and think . . . and my head is in a turmoil with 
thinking. I am horribly depressed, but you love me, 
and I am happy. Come. Your Irina. 


She was sitting in her boudoir when Litvinov came 
in. He was brought in by that same girl of thirteen 
who had watched for him on the stairs the day before. 
A semicircular cardboard box of lace stood open on 
the table before Irina; she was carelessly turning the 
lace over with one hand, while in the other she held 
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Litvinov’s letter. She had been crying: her eyelashes 
were wet and her eyelids swollen; her cheeks showed 
traces of unwiped tears. Litvinov stopped in the 
doorway: she had not noticed his coming. 

‘You're crying?’ he said in surprise. 

She started, passed her hand over her hair, and 
smiled. 

“Why are you crying?’ Litvinov repeated. She 
silently pointed to the letter. ‘ So that’s the reason,’ 
he brought out slowly. 

“Come here, sit down,’ she said. ‘Give me your 
hand. Well, yes, I’ve been crying. Why should it 
surprise you? Do you suppose his is easy?” She 
pointed to the letter again. 

Litvinov sat down. 

“I know it isn’t easy, Irina, that’s just what I say in 
my letter...I understand your position. But if you 
recognize what your love means to me, if my words 
have convinced you, you must also understand what 
I feel at the sight of your tears. I’ve come here to 
heat my verdict and am waiting: what is it to be? 
Death or life? Your answer will decide everything. 
Only don’t look at me with such eyes.... They 
remind me of yout eyes in those days in Moscow.’ 

Irina blushed suddenly and turned away as though 
herself feeling that something was amiss in her gaze. 

‘What are you saying, Grigory? For shame! 
You want to know my answer . . . as though you could 
doubt it! You are disturbed by my tears, but you ’ve 
misunderstood them. Your letter, dearest, has made 
me wonder.... Here you write that my love has re- 
placed everything for you, that even your former studies 
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will now be useless; and I am asking myself, can man 
live by love alone? Won’t he be tired of it at last, won’t 
he long for activity and blame that which drew him away 
fromit? That’s the thought that frightens me, that’s 
what I fear, and not what you suppose.’ 

Litvinov looked intently at Irina, and she looked 
intently at him, as though each wished to penetrate 
deeper and further into the othet’s mind, deeper and 
further than words can either express or reach. 

` You needn’t be afraid of that,’ Litvinov began. ‘I 
must have expressed myself badly. Boredom? 
Inactivity? With the fresh powers that your love 
will give me? Oh, Irina, believe me, your love is a 
whole world to me, and I can’t yet myself foresee what 
may develop from it!’ 

Irina pondered. 

‘ Where shall we go?’ she whispered. . 

‘Where? We’ll talk of that presently. But 
then—then you agree, you agree, Irina?’ 

She looked at him. ‘And you’ll be happy?’ 

"Ohy-letaal 7 

" You won’t regret anything? Never?’ 

She bent down to the box and again began turning 
over the lace in it. 

‘Don’t be annoyed with me, darling, for busying 
myself with this rubbish at such a moment. ... I have 
to go to a ball at a certain lady’s, these rags have been 
sent me and I must choose to-day. Oh, I am horribly 
wretched!” she cried out suddenly and leaned her 
face against the edge of the box. ‘Tears began to 
fall from her eyes again. She turned away: the 
teats might drop on the lace. 
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‘Irina, you fe crying again 
uneasily. 

‘Well, yes, again,’ Irina interposed. ‘Oh, Grigory, | 
don’t torment me, don’t torment yourself! Let us 
be free people! What does it matter that I’m crying? 
I don’t know myself why my tears are flowing. You 
know my decision, you’ve heard it, you’re certain it 
won’t change, that I agree to—how did you put 
it?—to all or nothing. ... What more do you want? 
Let us be free! Why put each other in fetters? We 
ate alone now, you love me, I love you—surely we've 
something better to do than ferret out each othet’s 
thoughts? Look at me: I didn’t want to pose before 
you, I didn’t hint by a single word that perhaps it 
wasn’t so easy for me to trample on my duties as a 
wife...and I don’t deceive myself, I know I am a 
criminal, and e has a right to kill me. Well, what 
of it! Lets be free, I say. A day is a lifetime.’ 

She got up from her chair and looked down on 
Litvinov, smiling faintly, screwing up her eyes and 
with her atm bare to the elbow pushing away from 
her face a long lock of hair on which two or three 
tears glistened. A gorgeous lace fichu slipped off 
the table and fell on the floor at her feet. She 
trampled on it contemptuously. “Don't I please you 
to-day? Have I grown plain since yesterday? Tell 
me, have you often seen a more beautiful arm? And 
this hair? Tell me, do you love me?’ 

She threw both atms round him, pressed his head 
to her bosom, her comb fell out with a ringing sound, 
and her loosened hair covered him like a soft and 
fragrant wave. 





” Litvinov began 
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Litvinov paced up and down his room at the hotel, 
his head bowed in thought. He had now to pass from 
theory to practice, to find ways and means for their 
elopement, for moving to unknown lands.... But 
strange to say, instead of thinking of those ways and 
means he kept asking himself whether the decision 
upon which he so firmly insisted had been really, 
indubitably taken. Had the final, irrevocable word 
been said? Irina certainly did say to him as they 
patted: “© Make all the arrangements, and when you 
are teady, merely let me know.’ It was settled! 
There was no room for doubt.... He had to begin 
on his task. And he began, meanwhile, by con- 
sidering matters. In the first place, money. Litvinov 
found that he had in hand 1328 guldens, in French 
currency 2855 francs; it was not much, but enough 
for their first needs; then he must write to his father 
and ask him to send as much as possible, to sell the 
forest and part of the land.... But under what 
pretext? Oh, a pretext could be found right enough. 
Irina had spoken, it’s true, of her bijoux; but that - 
should on no account be taken into consideration; 
who knows, that might come in useful for a rainy 
day. Then he had by him a good Geneva watch 
which might fetch. .. say, 400 francs. 


Litvinov went to a banker and cautiously approached 
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the question whether it was possible in case of need 
to obtain a loan; but bankers in Baden are wary 
and sorely tried men, and on hearing such indirect 
inquiries immediately assume a faded and drooping 
appearance, exactly like a field flower mown down by 
the scythe; others, on the contrary, boldly and 
cheerfully laugh in your face as though appreciating 
your innocent joke.... 

Litvinov, to his shame, actually tried his luck 
at roulette, actually put a thaler—shocking to 
relate !—on number 30, corresponding to his age. 
He did this in order to increase and round off 
his capital; and though he did not increase it, he 
cettainly rounded it off by losing the odd twenty- 
eight guldens. 

The second question, also an important one, was 
that of the passport. But for a woman it was not 
strictly obligatory, and there were countries where it 
was not required at all: Belgium, for instance, and 
England; besides, one might obtain a passport that 
was not Russian. Litvinov reflected about all this 
vety seriously; his determination was firm, without a 
trace of wavering; and yet, apart from his will, against 
his will, something frivolous, almost comical, crept 
into his reflections as though his plan were a joke, as 
though no one ever eloped with any one in reality, but 
only in farces and novels, or perhaps in the depths of 
the country, in the wilds of provincial Russia where, 
according to one traveller’s testimony, people are 
sometimes sick through sheer boredom. It came into. 
Litvinov’s mind how a friend of his, a retired cornet, 
Batsov, carried away in a hired chaise, with bells and a 
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troika,! a merchant’s daughter, having first made the 
patents drunk, and the girl too—and how it appeared 
afterwards that it was he who had been duped and 
very nearly got a thrashing into the bargain. Litvinov 
was extremely annoyed with himself for such unsuit- 
able recollections, and remembering Tatyana, her 
sudden departure and all that sorrow, suffering, and 
shame, poignantly felt that what he had undertaken 
was no joking matter, and that he was perfectly right 
when he told Irina that his very honour left him no 
other way out.... Andagain at her mere name some- 
thing fiery instantly twined itself round his heart and 
died down with blissful pain. 

He heard horses’ hoofs behind him. . . he stepped 
aside. Irina on horseback overtook him; the stout 
general was riding beside her. She recognized 
Litvinov, nodded to him, and striking her horse with 
the whip put it into a gallop and suddenly set off 
at full speed. Her dark veil fluttered in the wind. 

“Pas sivite! Nom de Dieu! Pas sivite!’ the general 
shouted as he galloped after her. 


1 A team of three horses abreast. (Translator’s note.) 
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Tue following morning, just as Litvinov returned 
to his hotel from the banker with whom he had had 
another talk about the playful variability of our 
exchange and the best means of sending money 
abroad, the hall-porter handed him a letter. He 
recognized Irina’s handwriting and without breaking 
the seal—a foreboding of evil, heaven only knows 
why, stirred within him—went to his room. This 
was what he read (the letter was written in French): 


Dearest! I’ve been thinking of your plan all 
through the night. ... I will not try to deceive you. 
You ’ve been frank with me, and I’ll be frank too; I 
cannot tun away with you, I haven't the strength to do it. 
I feel how deeply I am wronging you—my second 
guilt is even greater than the first—l despise myself, 
my cowardice, I reproach myself bitterly, but I 
cannot change my nature. In vain do I say to myself 
that I ve ruined your happiness, that you really have a 
tight now to regard me as merely a frivolous coquette, 
that] proposed it myself and gave you solemn promises. 

I’m horrified, I hate myself, but I can’t help it, 
I can’t, I can’t. I don’t want to justify myself, I’m 
not going to say that I too have been carried away . . . 
all that doesn’t mean anything; but I want to tell you 
and repeat again and again: I’m yours, yours for ever, 
dispose of me as you will, when you will, without any 
conditions, any obligations, I am yours.... But to 
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tun away, to throw up everything! ...no! no! no! 
I implored you to save me, I hoped to blot out 
everything, to burn up everything as with fire... but 
I see there is no salvation for me; I see the poison has 
penetrated into me too deeply; I see one cannot with 
impunity breathe that air for years and years! I’ve 
long hesitated about writing this letter to you, I’m 
frightened to think what your decision may be, I rely 
only on your love for me. But I thought it would 
be dishonourable of me not to tell you the truth— 
especially as you may perhaps have begun to take steps 
to carry out our plan. Ah! it was beautiful—but 
impossible. Oh, my darling, think of me as a weak, 
frivolous woman, despise me, but don’t forsake me, 
don’t forsake your Irina!... I haven’t the strength 
to give up this society, but I cannot live in it without 
you. We shall soon be returning to Petersburg, come 
there, live there, we ’ll find work for you, your former 
labours shall not be wasted, youll find a useful 
application for them . . . only live near me, only love 
me, such as I am, with all my weaknesses and vices, 
and know that no heart will ever be devoted to you 
as tenderly as the heart of your Irina. Come to me 


as soon as you can, I shan’t have a minute’s peace 
until I see you. 
Your, your, your, Irina. 


Like a sledge-hammer Litvinov’s blood beat in 
his head and then slowly and heavily sank on to his 
heart and remained there, a dead weight of stone. 
He read Irina’s letter once more and, as that time in 
Moscow, threw himself on the sofa in utter exhaustion 
and remained motionless. A dark abyss seemed sud- 
denly to have opened on all sides of him, and he 
gazed into that darkness unmeaningly and in despair. 
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And so it was deceit again—no, worse than deceit— 
falsehood and baseness.... His life was wrecked, all 
was torn up by the roots, utterly, and the only thing 
to which he still could cling—his last support—that 
too was broken into fragments ! 

“Come after us to Petersburg,’ he repeated to 
himself with bitter inner laughter. ‘We’ll find work 
for you there.’... ‘Will they appoint me a head 
clerk, or what? And who ate those “we”? This is 
where her past has come to the surface—that secret, 
hideous past which I don’t know and which she has 
tried to blot out, to burn as in a fire! This is that 
world of intrigues, secret connections, dark stories of 
Belskys and Dolskys.... And what a future, what a 
lovely part in store for me! To live close to her, 
visit her, share with her the corrupt melancholy of a 
fashionable lady who finds society a burden and a bore, 
but cannot exist without it; to be a family friend to 
her and, of course, to his excellency... until... until 
the captice is over and the plebeian friend loses his 
piquancy and is replaced by the stout general or by 
Mr. Finikov—that’s possible, and pleasant, and perhaps 
even useful...she talks of the “useful application” 
of my abilities !—while the other plan is impossible ! 
Impossible ! ” 

Like sudden gusts of wind before a storm impulses 
of wild fury rose up in Litvinov’s heart.... Every 
phrase in Irina’s letter roused his indignation, her very 
protestations of her love being unchangeable offended 
him. ‘I can’t leave it like that,’ he cried out at last. 
“I won’t allow her to play with my life so pitilessly. .. .’ 

He jumped up and seized his hat. But what was he 
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to do? Runto her? Answer her letter? He stood 
still and his hands fell. 

Yes: what was he to do? 

Had he not himself offered her the fatal choice? 
It had not turned out as he wished... but every 
choice is subject to that danger. True, she had 
changed her mind; she had been the first to tell him 
that she would throw up everything and follow him— 
that was true also; but then she did not deny that she 
was to blame, she plainly said that she was a weak 
woman; she did not want to deceive him, she was 
deceived in herself.... Whatanswerwas there to that? 
At any tate she did not shuffle, she did not pretend... 
she was frank with him, mercilessly frank. There 
was no need for her to speak out at once, there was 
nothing to prevent her lulling him with promises, 
putting things off and leaving him in ignorance till 
het very departure... departure with her husband to 
Italy! But she had ruined his life, she had ruined two 
lives!’... Well, such things happened. 

And it was not she who had wronged Tatyana, but 
he, Litvinov, and he had no right to shake off the 
tesponsibility which his guilt had laid upon him like 
an iron yoke.... All that was true; but what was he 
to do now? 

He threw himself on the sofa again, and again 
moments rushed by with devouring swiftness, dark 
and meaningless, leaving no trace. 

‘ Or shall I do what she says?’ flashed through his 
mind. ‘She loves me, she is mine, and isn’t there 
something inevitable, irresistible like a law of nature 
in our very attraction to each other, in this passion 
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which after so many years has broken out and asserted 
itself with such force? Live in Petersburg... I 
wouldn’t be the first to be in that position. And, 
besides, where could she and I have found a home?’ 

He sank into thought, and the image of Irina, as it 
had for ever imprinted itself in his memory during 
those last few days, gently appeared before him.... 

But it was not for long. He recovered himself and 
with a new burst of indignation drove away from his 
mind both the memory and the seductive image. 

‘You give me to drink out of that golden cup,” he 
cried out, ‘ but there’s poison in your draught, and 
yout white wings are soiled with mire.... Begone! 
To remain here with you, after I had . . . driven away my 
betrothed . . . that’s dishonourable! Dishonourable!’ 

He clenched his hands in misery, and another face, 
with the stamp of suffering on its set features and 
silent reproach in the farewell glance, rose out of the 
depths. 

For a long time Litvinov endured this agony; for 
a long time his tortured thought, like a sick man 
in a fever, tossed from side to side. He calmed down 
at last; at last he made up his mind. He had felt from ` 
the very first moment what his decision would be... 
it had appeared before him, to begin with, like a 
distant point, scarcely perceptible in the dark whirl- 
wind of his inward struggle; then it had moved nearer 
and nearer and ended by cutting like a cold blade into 
his heart. 

Litvinov again pulled his trunk out of the corner, 
again packed all his things, without hurry and even 
indeed with a kind of dull carefulness, rang for the 
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waiter, paid his bill, and sent Irina the following note 
in Russian: | 

‘I don’t know whether you have wronged me mote 
this time than the last; but I know that this present 
blow is much heavier. It is the end. You tell me 
“I cannot,” and I repeat the same thing to you: I can- 
not...do what you wish. I cannot and I don’t want 
to. Don’t answer me. You ate unable to give me 
the only answer I would accept. Good-bye, and may 
you be happy.... We shall probably not see each 
other again.’ 

Litvinov did not leave his room all the evening; 
whether he was waiting for anything heaven only 
knows. About seven o’clock in the evening a lady 
in a black cloak with a veil over her face came up twice 
to the steps of his hotel. She walked away a few 
paces and, after gazing into the distance, suddenly 
made a resolute movement with her hand, and for the 
third time went towards the steps. 

` Where are you going, Irina Pavlovna?’ a strained 
voice said behind her. 

She turned swiftly round. ... Potugin was running 
to her. | 

She stopped, thought a moment, and then rushing 
towards him, took his arm and drew him away. 

‘Take me away, take me away, she repeated 
breathlessly. 

‘ What’s the matter with you, Irina Pavlovna?’ he 
muttered in amazement. 

"Take me away,’ she repeated with redoubled 


force, “if you don’t want me to remain for evet. 
there ! ’ 
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Potugin obediently bowed his head and they 
hastily walked away together. 

Barly the following morning—when Litvinov was 
just setting off on his journey—Potugin came into 
his room. 

He approached Litvinov in silence and shook hands 
with him. Litvinov did not say anything either. 
Both had long faces and both vainly tried~ to 
smile. 

‘I’ve come to wish you a pleasant journey,’ Potugin | 
brought out at last. 

‘ And how do you know that1’m going away to-day?’ 
Litvinov asked. 

Potugin looked on the floor about him. ‘It’s 
come to my knowledge. . . as you see. Our last con- 
versation took such a strange turn.... I shouldn’t 
like to part from you without expressing my sincere 
regard for you.’ 

‘ You feel it now... when I’m going away?’ 

Potugin looked sadly at Litvinov. “Ah, Grigory 
Mihailitch,’ he began with a short sigh, ‘ we have no 
thoughts to spare now for these subtleties and argu- 
ments. So far as I’ve noticed you don’t much care 
for ancient Russian literature and perhaps haven’t 
heard about Vaska Buslaev?’ 

‘ About whom?’ 

‘ Vaska Buslaev, a hero of Novgorod—in Kirsha 
Daniloy’s anthology.’ 

‘ What Buslaev?’ Litvinov brought out, somewhat 
taken aback by this unexpected turn in the conver- 
sation. ‘I don’t know.’ 


‘Well, never mind. This is what I wanted you to 
* + 988 
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obsetve. This Vaska Buslaev enticed his Novgorod 
men on a pilgrimage to Jerusalem and, to their horror, 
bathed naked in the holy river of Jordan, for he 
“believed not in dreams nor signs nor the call of 
birds.” ‘This logical Vaska Buslaev climbed Mount 
Tabor, at the top of which lay a big stone, which all 
kinds of men had vainly tried to jump over.... Vaska ` 
too wanted to try his luck. On his way he came across 
a death’s-head, a human skull, and kicked it away. 
So the death’s-head said to him: “ Why do you kick 
me? I knew how to live and I know how to lie in 
the dust—and the same thing will happen to you.” 
And, indeed, Vaska tried to jump over the stone and 
when he had nearly succeeded he caught his heel in it 
and broke his head. And at this point I must remark 
that it wouldn’t be amiss for my friends the Slavophils, 
who are very fond of kicking death’s-heads and decay- 
ing nations, to ponder over this legend.’ 

‘ But what’s your point? ’ Litvinov interrupted him 
impatiently at last. ‘It’s time I was going, you must 
excuse me 

‘ My point is, Potugin answered, and his eyes lit 
up with a feeling so friendly that Litvinov had not 
expected it of him, ‘my point is that you, now, do 
not kick away a dead human head, and perhaps for 
yout goodness you'll succeed in jumping over the 
fatal stone. I won’t detain you any mote, only allow 
me to embrace you before you go.’ 

‘I won’t even attempt to jump,’ Litvinov said, 
exchanging with Potugin the traditional three kisses, 
and to the sorrowful feelings ovetflowing his heart 
there was added for a moment pity for the lonely, 
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unhappy man. ‘But I must be going, I must....’ 
He bustled about the room. 

‘ Shall I carry something for you? ’ Potugin offered. 

“No, thank you, don’t trouble, I’ll manage. ...’ 
He put on his cap, took his bag in his hands. ‘ And 
so, he asked standing in the doorway, “you say 
you ve seen her? ’ 

Yes I have: 

“Well .. . and how is she? ’ 

Potugin paused. ‘ She expected you yesterday... 
and will expect you to-day.’ 

ATA Grelighertnen No, there’s no need, no 
need to say anything. Good-bye.... Good-bye!’ 

‘ Good-bye, Grigory Mihailitch.... Letmesay one 
more thing to you. You have time to listen to me: 
there ’’s more than half an hour before your train goes. 
You ate returning to Russia... you will... work 
there...in time. Allow then an old babbler—for, 
alas, I am nothing but a babbler—to give you a piece 
of advice on parting. Each time you begin on some- 
thing new, ask yourself whether you are serving 
civilization—in the true and strict sense of the word— 
whether you are realizing one of its principles, whether 
yout activity is of that European, educative kind which 
alone is useful and fruitful in our time among us. If 
yes, go boldly forward: you are on the right path and 
your work is blessed! Thank God, you are not alone 
now. You will not be a “solitary sower”; there are 
now teal workers... pioneers, among us too. But 
you have no time for this now. Good-bye, don’t 
forget me!’ 

Litvinov ran down the stairs, jumped into the 
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carriage, and drove to the station without once looking ~ 
back at the town where so much of his own life was 
left.... It was as though he had given himself up to 
a wave: it caught him up and bore him along, and 
he was firmly determined not to resist it... he had 
given up all other attempts to assert his will. 

He was getting into the carriage. 

‘Gtigoty Mihailovitch ... Grigory...’ he heard 
an imploring whisper behind him. 
© He shuddered.... Could it be Irina? Yes, it was 
she. Wrapped up in her maid’s shawl, a travelling 
hat on her disarranged hair, she stood on the platform 
looking at him with lustreless eyes. ‘Come back, 
come back, I’ve come for you,’ those eyes said. And 
what, what promises they held out! She did not 
move, she had not the strength to say another word; 
everything in her, the very disorder of her dress, 
seemed to be begging for metcy. 

Litvinov staggered and very neatly rushed to her. 

But the wave to which he had surrendered him- 

self held its own. ... He jumped into the cattiage, and 
turning round, motioned Irina to the seat next to him. 
She understood him. ‘There was still time. Only 
one step, one movement, and two lives united for ever 
would have sped away into the unknown distance.... 
While she hesitated a loud whistle blew and the train 
started. 

Litvinov sank back, and Irina walked unsteadily to 
a seat and fell on it, to the amazement of a retired 
diplomatist who had accidentally strayed into the 
station. He knew Irina very little but was much 
interested in her, and seeing that she lay there as though 
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Ir happened to us once to come into the cottage of a 
peasant woman who had just lost her only, dearly 
beloved son, and to our considerable surprise to find 
her quite calm and almost gay. ‘ Don’t disturb her,’ 
said her husband who probably noticed our surprise, 
‘she’s gone numb now.’—Litvinov, too, had ‘ gone 
numb.” The same kind of deadly calm descended 
upon him during the first hours of his journey. 
Utterly crushed and hopelessly miserable as he was, he 
was resting, resting after the torments and anxieties 
of the previous week, after all the blows that had 
fallen one after another upon his head. He was all 
the more shaken by them because he was not made for 
such storms. Now he teally hoped for nothing, and 
tried not to think of the past—above all, not to think 
of the past. He was going to Russia... he had to do 
something with himself! but he no longer made any 
plans concerning his own personal life. He did not 
recognize himself; he did not understand his actions; 
it was as though he had lost his real self, and indeed 
he took little interest in that self. Sometimes it 
seemed to him that he was taking his own corpse 
home, and only the occasional bitter spasms or irreme- 
diable mental anguish reminded him that he was still 
burdened with life. At times it seemed to him im- 


possible that a man—a man !—could allow himself to 
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be so influenced by a woman, by love.... “Contemp- 
tible weakness,’ he whispered, and he shook his over- 
coat and settled down mote firmly in his seat as though 
to say: ‘ The past is over now, let’s begin afresh. . . .” 
A moment later he merely smiled bitterly and 
wondered at himself. 

He began looking out of the carriage window. 
The day was damp and grey, there was no tain, but 
the mist persisted and low clouds covered the sky. 
There was a head wind; whitish billows of steam, 
separately or mixed with the darker clouds of smoke, 
rushed in an endless procession past the window by 
which Litvinov sat. He began watching this steam 
and smoke. Continually mounting, rising and falling, 
twirling round, and catching at the grass and the 
bushes, as though in grotesque play, the billows 
followed one another, stretching out and melting 
away ...they changed perpetually and remained the 
same ...a hurried, dull, monotonous game! Some- 
times the railway track curved, the wind changed—the 
whole mass vanished suddenly and at once reappeated 
at the opposite window; then again the huge tail 
switched over and again blotted out Litvinov’s view 
of the broad plain by the Rhine. He gazed and 
gazed, and suddenly a strange reflection came into his 
mind.... Hewasalonein the compartment; there was 
no one to disturb him. ‘ Smoke, smoke,’ he repeated 
several times: and it suddenly seemed to him that 
everything was smoke: everything—his own lite, 
Russian life, everything human, especially everything 
Russian, ‘ All is vapour and smoke,’ he thought; 
‘all seems to change continually, everywhere new 
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forms appear, events follow upon events, but at bottom 
all is the same; everything hurries, hastens somewhere 
—and everything disappears without a trace, attaining 
nothing; the wind changes—and everything rushes in 
the opposite direction, and there the same unceasing, 
restless, and futile game begins again.’ He recalled 
much that happened with clamour and commo- 
tion before his eyes of late years.... ‘Smoke,’ he 
whispered, ‘smoke.’ He recalled the heated argu- 
ments, shouts, and discussions at Gubaryov’s and at 
other people’s, young and old, humble and highly 
placed, advanced and reactionary.... ‘Smoke,’ he 
repeated, “vapour and smoke.’ He recalled at last 
the memorable picnic, recalled other speeches and 
pronouncements of other would-be statesmen—and 
even all that Potugin had preached ... smoke, smoke, 
and nothing more. And what of his own strivings 
and feelings and endeavours and dreams? He merely 
made a gesture of despair. 

And meanwhile the train ran on and on; Rastadt 
and Carlsruhe and Bruchsal had long been left behind; 
the mountains on the right of the line receded into the 
distance, then drew nearer again, but they were not 
so high and less wooded. ‘The train turned sharply 
aside... here was Heidelberg. The carriages rolled 
into the roofed station; there were shouts of news- 
vendors, selling all sorts of magazines including 
Russian ones; the travellers bustled in their seats and 
came out on to the platform. But Litvinov did not 
leave his corner and sat on, hanging his head. Sud- 
denly someone called him by name; he raised his 
eyes; Bindasov’s ugly face thrust itself in at the 
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window, and behind him—or was it his fancy?—no, 
really, they were all familiar, Baden faces: Madame 
Suhanchikov, Voroshilov, Bambaev; they were all 
moving up to him, and Bindasov was shouting: 

“And where’s Pishchalkin? We were expecting 
him; but never mind, come along, you sniveller, we’re 
all going to Gubaryov’s.’ 

“Yes, yes, brother, Gubaryov is expecting us,’ 
Bambaev confirmed, stepping forward. “Come along.’ 

Litvinov would have been angry but for the dead 
weight on his heart. He glanced at Bindasov and 
turned away in silence. 

‘Do you heat, Gubaryov is here!’ Madame 
Suhanchikov shrieked and her eyes nearly jumped 
out of her head. 

Litvinov did not stir. 

‘ But look here, Litvinov,’ Bambaev began, “there’s 
not only Gubaryovy here, there’s a whole crowd of 
the finest, most intelligent Russian young men—and 
they are all studying natural sciences, and all have 
such noble convictions! Why, you ought to come 
if only for their sake! There’s, for instance, a certain 
—there, I’ve forgotten his name—but he is simply 
a genius ! ’ 

‘Leave him alone, leave him alone, Madame 
- Suhanchikoy intervened. ‘Don’t bother about him! 
You see what sort of man he is; and his whole family 
is like that. He has an aunt: I thought at first she was 
a sensible woman, but the other day I was travelling 
with her here—she had only just come to Baden, and, 
behold, was already rushing back—well, we were in the 
train together and I began asking her questions... . 
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Would you believe it, I couldn’t get a word out of the 
stuck-up creature. Horrid aristocrat ! ’ 

Poor Kapitolina Markovna—an aristocrat! Could 
she have expected such a humiliation? 

But Litvinov remained silent; he pulled his cap over 
his eyes and turned away. The train moved at last. 

‘Say something by way of good-bye, you stony 
man!’ Bambaev called out, ‘that’s not the way to 
behave ! ’ | 

‘ Milksop! Ninny!’ Bindasov roared. The car- 
riages were moving faster and faster, and he could 
swear with impunity. ‘Skinflint! Slug! Muckworm!’ 

Whether Bindasov invented this last term of abuse 
on the spot, or had learnt it from others, it greatly 
pleased two of the noblest young men studying 
natural sciences who happened to be present, and a 
few days later it appeared in a Russian periodical 
published at that time at Heidelberg under the title 
Al tout venant je crache! or * We’ll turn up trumps.’ ! 

And Litvinov again began repeating the same old 
word: “Smoke, smoke, smoke! Here,’ he thought, 
‘there are over a hundred Russian students at Heidel- 
berg; they are all learning physics, chemistry, physi- 
ology, and won’t hear of anything else... but in 
another five or six years not fifteen will listen to the 


same renowned professors ...the wind will change, 
the smoke will blow in another direction . .. smoke 
...smoke...smoke!’2 


1 A historical fact. 


2 Litvinov’s presentiment was justified: in 1866 the number of 


Russian students at Heidelberg was thirteen in the summet. and 
twelve in the winter term. ; 
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WirHout stopping in Petersburg or Moscow Lit- 
vinov returned to his estate. He was alarmed to see 
how much feebler in mind and body his father had 
grown. The old man was glad to see his son, so fat 
as one who has done with life can feel gladness; he 
at once handed over to him the management of the 
estate which was in great disorder, and after lingering 
for a few more weeks departed this life. Litvinov 
was left alone in the master’s tumbledown lodge, and, 
with a heavy heart, without hope, without enthusiasm, 
and without money, began farming. Farming in 
Russia is not a cheerful affair, as many of us know 
only too well; there is no need to describe how hard 
Litvinov found it. There could, of course be no 
question of reforms and innovations: the practical 
application of knowledge acquired abroad had to be 
put off for an indefinite time; lack of money made it 
imperative to struggle on from day to day, and to 
accept all kinds of compromises—both material and 
moral. The new principles had not taken root, the 
old had lost all force; inexperience clashed with 
unscrupulousness; the whole structure of life, shaken 
to its foundations, shook and quivered like a bog, 
and only the great word ‘freedom’ moved like the 
spirit of God upon the waters. 

in the first instance—not passiv 
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patience, coupled with skill and sometimes with 
cunning. ... Litvinov’s state of mind made things 
doubly difficult for him. There was little of the will 
to live left in him... how was he to have the will to 
bustle about and work? 
But a year passed, then another, and a third one 
began. ‘The great idea was gradually being realized, 
clothing itself with flesh and blood; young shoots 
came from the scattered seed, and enemies—open or 
secret—could no longer stamp them out. Though 
Litvinov ended by letting most of his land to the. 
peasants in exchange for labour, that is, by reverting 
to 4 poor, primitive system of farming, he succeeded 
in a few of his plans: he reopened the factory, started 
a tiny farm with five hired labourers—and he had 
tried forty in succession—paid off the chief private 
debts.... And he grew stronger in spirit, too; he was 
more like his former self. True, a deeply hidden 
feeling of sadness never left him; he was too quiet 
for his years, he shut himself up within his narrow 
circle and cut off all his former ties . . . but the deadly 
indifference had gone and he again acted and moved 
among living people as one of them. Gone also 
wete the last traces of the enchantment that had pos- 
sessed him: all that had happened in Baden seemed to 
him like a dream.... And Irina? She too had faded 
out and disappeared, and Litvinov merely had a vague 
sense of something dangerous under the mist which 
gradually enveloped her image. News of Tatyana 
reached him occasionally; he knew that she had 
settled with her aunt on her small estate, some two 
hundred miles away, that she lived very quietly, 
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went out little, and received scarcely any visitors—but 
was serene and well. 

One lovely day in May he was sitting in his study 
glancing indifferently through the last number of a 
Petersburg magazine; his servant came in and 
announced the arrival of his old uncle. That uncle 
was Kapitolina Markovna’s first cousin and had re- 
cently been to see her. He had bought an estate near 
Litvinov’s and was on his way to it. He spent a day 
and a night at his nephew’s and told him much about 
Tatyana s manner of life. Ihe day after he Tete 
Litvinoy, sent a letter to her the firs ater cnet 
patting. He asked permission to resume their friend- 
ship if only by correspondence, and also wished to 
know whether he must give up for ever the idea of 
seeing her some time. He waited for her answer with 
some agitation... the answer came at last. Tatyana 
responded cordially to his query. ‘If you feel like 
coming to see us some day,’ she said at the end of her 
letter, “ you will be very welcome: it is said that even 
the sick are better together than apart.’ Kapitolina 
Markovna sent her greetings. ) 

Litvinov was as glad as a child; it was long since 
anything had made his heart beat so joyfully. He 
suddenly felt bright and at ease, just as when the 
sun fises and dispels the darkness of night, a light 
breeze tuns together with the sunbeams over the 
face of the awakened earth. Litvinov kept smiling 
all that day, even when he walked round his farm and 
gave orders. He immediately began preparing for 


the journey, and a fortnight later was on his way 
to Tatyana. 
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He travelled slowly, by the side-roads, without any 
special adventures; once a tyre broke on his back 
wheel; the blacksmith spent no end of time trying to 
mend it, but finally gave it up, swearing both at the 
tyre and at himself; fortunately, it appeared, one 
could travel beautifully along our roads with a broken 
tyte, especially ‘ on soft ground,’ that is, through mud. 
Litvinov had two or three rather curious encounters 
on his journey. At one of the stations a sessional 
meeting of the ‘arbitrators of the peace’? was in 
progress, and among them was Pishchalkin, who 
produced on him the impression of a Solomon or a 
Solon: his utterances were full of such lofty wisdom, 
and the respect with which both the landowners and 
the peasants regarded him was so boundless.... In 
appearance, too, Pishchalkin resembled an ancient 
sage; the top of his head was now quite bald, and his 
face had grown fatter and set in a kind of pompous 
jelly of utterly unrestrained virtue. He congratu- 
lated Litvinov on arriving ‘...in my own district, if I 
may venture to use so ambitious a phrase,’ and there- 
upon subsided into silence, overcome by an access of 
well-intentioned feelings. He did succeed, however, 
in telling Litvinov one piece of news—and that was 
about Voroshilov. The warrior of the ‘Board of 
Merit ? had re-entered the army and already given a 
239 
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lecture to the officers of his regiment on “ Buddhism’ 
ot ‘dynamism ’—Pishchalkin did not quite remember 
which aii 

At the following station Litvinov had to wait a 
long time for the horses to be harnessed; it was very 
early morning, and he dropped asleep as he sat in his 
carriage. A voice that struck him as familiar woke 
him up; he opened his eyes.... 

Good heavens! Was it Mr. Gubaryov in a grey 
jacket and baggy bedroom trousers standing on the 
station steps and swearing?... No, it was not 
Gubaryov.... But what a remarkable likeness! Only 
this gentleman had a still broader and more predatory 
mouth, his lowering eyes had a still more ferocious 
look, his nose was bigger, his beard thicker, and his 
whole exterior heavier and more repulsive. 

*Scou-oundrels, scou-oundrels!? he repeated 
slowly and malignantly, opening wide his wolfish 
mouth. ‘Filthy peasants!... Here you haveit... your 
vaunted freedom... one can’t get any horses.... 
Scou-oundrels ! ? 

‘ Scou-oundrels, scou-oundrels ! ” said another voice 
behind the door, and there appeared on the steps—also 
in a grey jacket and baggy bedroom trousers—this 
time undoubtedly the real Gubaryov himself, Stepan 
Nikolaevitch Gubaryov. ‘ Filthy peasants!’ he went 
on in imitation of his brother (the other gentleman 
proved to be his elder brother, the ‘ bully ° of the old 
school who managed his estate for him). ‘ They need 
a good thrashing, that’s what I say; a punch on the 
snout, that’s the freedom they need! ‘The way they 
talk . . . “the head of the volost”! I’d give it them! 
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But where is that M’sieur Roston? What is he 
thinking about? It’s the loafer’s business to save us 
trouble f 

‘I’ve told you, brother, often enough, that he is 
no use whatever,’ the elder Gubaryov began, ‘a 
loafer is just what he is. It’s only because of your 
old ideas that you Moossieu Roston, Moossieu 
Roston! Where the devil are you? ’ 

“Roston! Roston!’ the younger, the, great 
Gubatyov shouted. ‘Call him properly, brother 








- Dorimedont Nikolaitch ! ’ 


‘I’m calling him right enough, brother Stepan 
Nikolaitch. Moossieu Roston! 

‘ Here I am, here I am!’ a hurried voice was heard, 
and from behind the corner of the cottage popped 
out—Bambaevy. 

Litvinov fairly gasped. A shabby, braided jacket 
with torn sleeves flapped dejectedly round the un- 
fortunate enthusiast’s body; his features had not 
exactly changed, but somehow got drawn and twisted; 
his anxious little eyes expressed servile fear and hungry 
submissiveness; but a dyed moustache stuck out as 
before above his puffy lips. The brothers Gubatyov 
immediately began in concett to swear at him from the 
top of the steps; he stood before them down in the 
mud and humbly bending his back tried to soften 
them by a timid little smile, crumpled his cap in his 
ted fingers, shuffled his feet, and muttered that the 
horses would be brought at once.... But the brothers 
went on abusing him until the younger happened to 
glance at Litvinov. Whether it was that he recognized 
him, or felt ashamed before a stranger, he suddenly 
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turned on his heels like a bear and biting his beard 
waddled into the station-house; the brother subsided 
instantly and, also turning round like a bear, walked 
after him. The great Gubaryov had evidently not 
lost his influence even in his native land. 

Bambaev was about to follow the brothers. ... 
Litvinov called him by name. He looked round, 
‘Stared, and recognizing Litvinov rushed to him with 
open arms; but on reaching the carriage he took hold 
of the doots, rested his chest against them, and burst 
into a flood of tears. 

‘ There, there, Bambaev ! ’ Litvinov repeated, bend- 
ing over him and touching him on the shoulder. 

But he went on sobbing. ‘ You see—you see— 
what I’ve come to...’ he muttered between his 
sobs. 

Bambaev!’ the brothers thundered from within 
the cottage. Bambaey raised his head and hastily 
wiped his tears. 

: How do you do, my dear? he whispered. ‘Good 
morning and good-bye!... You hear they ’re calling 
mer 

‘But what wind brought you here?’ Litvinov 
asked, ‘and what does it all mean? I thought they 
were calling for a Frenchman i 

‘IT am their... house-manager, butler, Bambaev 
answered, pointing his finger in the direction of the 
house. And they’ve made me into a Frenchman 
just for a joke. What will you have! I had nothing 
to live on, I’ve been done out of my last penny, so I 
was ready enough to put my head into the noose! I 
can’t afford to be on my dignity.’ 
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‘Has 4e been long in Russia? And how did he 
part from his comrades? ’ 

“Eh, brother, all that s done withy... You see, 
the wind has changed... Madame Suhanchikov, 
Matryona Semyonovna, he simply kicked out. In 
her distress she went to Portugal.’ 3 

‘How, to Portugal? What next! ’ 

‘ Yes, brother, to Portugal, with two Matryonovtsi.’ 

‘With whom? ” 

‘ Matryonovtsi—that’s how the members of her 
party are called.’ 

“So Matryona Semyonovna has a party? A large 
one? ’ 

‘Just those two people. And it will soon be six 
months since fe returned here. Other people have 
been arrested, but nothing’s been done to him. He’s 
living in the country with his brother, and you should 
heat him now r 

* Bambaev ! ’ 

‘Coming, Stepan Nikolaitch, coming! And you, 
my dear fellow, are flourishing? Enjoying life? Well, 
that’s a good thing. Where ate you off to now?... 
It’s been such a surprise.... Do you remember 
Baden? Ah, those were the days! By the way, do 
you temember Bindasov? Would you believe it, 
he’s dead. He got a job as an excise officer, had a 
fight in a pub, and they broke his head for him with 
a billiard cue. Yes, yes, we’ve fallen on hard 
times! But still I’ll say: Russia—what a country! 
Look at that pair of geese, now: why, in the whole 
of Europe you "Il find nothing like them! Real 
Arzamas geese!’ 
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After paying this last tribute to his ineradicable 
ctaving for enthusiasm, Bambaev tan to the station 
cottage where his name was again being called, 
accompanied with vigorous expletives. 

By the end of that day Litvinov was approaching 
Tatyana’s estate. The small house where his former 
betrothed lived stood on a hill over a small river and 
was surrounded by a recently planted garden. The 
house too was quite new, only just built, and could be 
seen a long way off from the fields on the other side 
of the river. Litvinov saw it at a distance of nearly - 
two miles, with its sharply outlined upper storey and 
a number of windows glowing vividly in the rays of 
the setting sun. He began to feel secretly anxious 
after leaving the last station, and now he was in a 
tumult of confusion: joyful confusion, but with a 
tinge of fear.... “How will they meet me?’ he thought. 
` How shall I come before her? ’ 

To distract himself he spoke to the driver, a dignified 
peasant with a grey beard, who had nevertheless 
charged him for twenty miles while the distance was 
less than seventeen. He asked the man whether he 
knew the Shestoy ladies. 

‘The Shestovs? To be sure. They ’te kind ladies, 
thete’s no gainsaying. They doctor us, too, they do. 
Regular doctors! People go to them from all over the 
place. Yes, indeed, no end of people. If, let’s say, 
any one is ill or cuts himself or anything, he goes to 
them Straight away and they’re sure to give him some 
lotion or powders or a plaster—and it’s all right: it 
helps. And they won’t accept any payment: we won’t 
have it, they say, we’re not doing it for money. 
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They ’ve started a school, too... but there’s nothing 
in that!’ 

While the driver talked, Litvinov gazed intently at 
the house. A woman in white came out on to the 
balcony, stood there for a while, and disappeared. ... 
“Can it be she?’ His heart save a jump. ~ Murty 
up!’ he called to the driver, who urged on the horses. 
A few mote minutes and the carriage drove in at 
the open gates. Kapitolina Markovna was already stand- 
ing on the steps, beside herself with excitement, clapping 
her hands, and calling out: ‘I knew him, I was the 
first to know him! It’s he! It’s he!...I knew!’ 

Litvinov jumped out of the carriage without giving 
time to the page-boy to open the carriage doors, and, 
hastily embracing Kapitolina Markovna, rushed into 
the house, across the hall into the parlour.... Over- 
come with confusion, Tatyana stood before him. 
She looked at him with her kind friendly eyes (she 
had grown thinner, but it suited her) and held out her 
hand to him. But he did not take her hand, he fell 
on his knees before her. She was utterly unprepared 
for this and did not know what to do, what to say. 
Teats came into her eyes. She was frightened, but her 
whole face lit up with joy— Grigory Mihailitch, 
what are you doing? ’ she said—and he went on kissing 
the hem of her gown. He recalled with a melting 
heart how in Baden he had also knelt at her feet. ... 
But then—and now! 

‘Tanya,’ he kept repeating. ‘Tanya! have you 
forgiven me, Tanya?’ 

‘Aunt, aunt, what is he doing?’ Tatyana turned to 
Kapitolina Markovna as she came into the room. 
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‘Don’t hinder him, don’t hinder him, Tanya,’ the 
good old lady answered. “You see, he’s come to 
surrender.’ 


It is time to end, however; and indeed there is 
nothing to add; the reader will guess for himself. ... 
But what about Irina? 

She is just as lovely in spite of being thirty; young 
men without number fall in love with her and would 
GORSONe Ven more TA E : 

Reader, will you come with us for a few minutes to 
Petersburg, to one of the best houses there? Look: 
there is before you a large room furnished, we won’t 
say luxuriously—that expression is too low—but with 
gtave and imposing dignity. Do you feel a certain 
tremor of timid abasement? Know then: you have 
entered a temple, a temple consecrated to the highest 
propricty, benevolent virtue, in short, to things above. 
A secret, ‘actually secret’! stillness enfolds you. 
Velvet curtains over the doors, velvet curtains overt - 
the windows, a thick-pile carpet on the floor—all 
seem designed and adapted for subduing and softening 
all harsh sounds and strong sensations. Carefully 
Shaded lamps inspite sedate and sober sentiments; a 
decorous odour pervades the stagnant air; even the 
samovar on the table hisses modestly and with restraint. 
The lady of the house, a person of importance in 
Petersburg society, speaks almost inaudibly; she always 
speaks as though there were somebody very ill, 
almost dying, in the room: other ladies, in imitation 


1 Untranslatable allusion to the tank of ‘Actual secret coun- 
cillor of state.’ (Translator’s note.) 
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of her, barely whisper; and her sister, who pouts out 
the tea, moves her lips without any sound at all, 
so that a young man, who has accidentally come to 
the temple of decorum, is at a loss to understand 
what she wants of him, while she murmurs for the 
sixth time * Voulez-vous une tasse du thé?’ Dignified- 
looking young men can be seen in the corners; gentle 
obsequiousness shines in their eyes; their ingratiating 
expression is mild and serene; numerous orders of 
merit gleam softly on their breasts. The conversation, 
too, is gentle: it touches upon religious and patriotic 
subjects, F. N. Glinka’s Mystic Drop, out mission 
in the East, the monasteries and brotherhoods in 
White Russia. From time to time liveried footmen 
move noiselessly across the soft carpet; their huge 
calves encased in tight, silk stockings shake soundlessly 
at evety step; the respectful tremor of the hefty 
muscles only increases the general impression of 
decorum, benevolence, and reverence. ... It’satemple! 
It’s a temple! 

‘Have you seen Madame Ratmitov to-day?’ one 
great lady asks blandly. 

‘I met her to-day at Lise’s, the hostess answers like 
an Aeolian harp. ‘Iam sorty for her... she has an 
embittered mind... elle wa pas la foi.’ 

‘ Yes, yes,’ the great lady acquiesces. ‘ If I remem- 
ber tightly it was Pyotr Ivanitch said of her—and said 
very ttuly—gu’elle a... qwellea...an embittered 
mind,’ 

‘ Elle wa pas la foi? the hostess’s voice melts like 
the smoke of incense. ‘C’est une dme égarée. She has 
an embittered mind.’ 
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‘She has an embittered mind,’ her sister repeats 
with her lips only. . 

And that is why not all the young men fall in love 
with Irina. They are afraid of her... afraid of her 
“embittered mind.’ ‘That is a stock phrase about her; 
like all phrases, it contains a grain of truth. And not 
only young men are afraid of her: so are grown-up 
people, men in high places, and even ‘ personages.’ 
No one can detect more truly and subtly a petty or 
ridiculous trait in a person’s character, no one else 
has the gift of branding it so pitilessly with an unfor- 
gettable word.... That word stings all the more 
because it comes from fragrant, beautiful lips.... It 
is hard to say what is happening in her heart; but in 
the crowd of her adorers not one is rumoured to be 
the man of her choice. 

Irina’s husband is moving fast along the path which 
the French call the path of distinctions. The stout 
general outruns him; the indulgent one remains 
behind. In the same town where Irina lives, lives 
also our friend Sozont Potugin; he does not see her 
often and there is no special need for her to keep up 
their connection.... The little girl who was en- 
trusted to his care died not long ago. 





